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poetry of the Davisons 
as has been said on other 
:^asions, of a mixed or se- 
uundary value. If we exa- 
mine it without reference to the age in 
which it was written, or the collateral 
pleasure it is calculated to convey, it will 
not command the high praises of a se- 
vere judgment or .fastidious taste. On 
the other hand, to a critic of keen appre- 
hension and an enlarged and cultivated 
mind, it will aiford a delight ntft only re- 
fined but instructive. 

Davison was not one of those master- 
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I think that these traits of merit are not 
unfrequently exhibited by Francis Da- 
vison. He was probably a dependant 
dangler about the Court: he had his for- 
tune to seek ; and it was necessary to re- 
commend himself to those, whose puny 
understandings could not rise above the 
cant which predominated in the conver- 
sation of the day. The style of gallantry 
learned in the school of Petrarch yet 
prevailed in amatory addresses. His 
quaint conceits; his metaphysical illus- 
trations; and his strained and far-fetched 
passion were perhaps not very difficult 
to be imitated by the daily application of 
laborious talents. The plaintive tones of 
his happier Muse; his solemn melan- 
choly; the serene splendor of his purer 
imagination, when he spoke of groves 
and streams and all the breathing sce- 
nery of Nature, were quite removed out 
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plaintive cast, falls into a tone somewhat 
too flat and prosaic for the Lyre. Here 
and there indeed, a beautiful little pas- 
toral song, fiill of simplicity and ease, 
breaks out among dull pages of didactic 
wisdom, and smiles, like the scene of 
rural sunshine which it delineates. 

On the whole, however, these were 
the compositions of men who enjoyed 
less fame: rather of idlers, who wrote for 
amusement, than of those who were ac- 
tuated by the severer impulses of the 
Muse : of men occupied principally either 
by the business, or the pleasures of life: 
of authors whose very names have not, 
in many cases, been preserved. The great 
competitors for poetical celebrity, either 
as original writers or translators, under- 
took tasks of greater length: poems, which 
dealt in prolix description, and all the 
bustle of complicated human action. In 
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niously combined with an happiness of 
skill, and expressed with a clearness, a 
brilliance, and a grace of diction, which 
seem to reach the very perfection of art, 
make the attempt to follow in his foot- 
steps hopeless. 

But it was probably from other causes 
that Horace was less the object of atten- 
tion at this period. Itwas an age of en- 
thusiasm; of splendor not entirely re- 
moved from barbarism; and of chivalrous 
manners rather toQ romantic and gaudy 
for the more classical taste and gentle 
refinement of the Lyrical Bard of Rome. 
Eve,7onierofwri.e.atthisa,n.,i„poe. 
try and in prose, was copious even to 
prolixity. That choice of circumstances 
which by association raise up in the mind 
of the reader the whole picture more 
vividly than any laborious detail, was 
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then little known, or at anv rate scarcchr 




There were however at this daT wri- 
ters of short compositions in verse* which 
if they did not partake of the deeper 
and more splendid character of Horace's 
graver Odes, had yet a kind of Dcxie 
diann as pastorals and songs that de- 
listed their cotemporaries and stiD en- 
titles them to be presented from oblivion. 
Among the chief of these we may reckon 
Sir Walter Raleigh, Nicholas Breton, 
Robert Greene, and Dr. Thomas Lodge. 

Francis Danson has never equalled 
these poets. He has less of nature, ease, 
force, and imaffen\ But that his Mis- 
cellany was very popiJar in the reign of 
King James I. is sufficiently proved by 
the four editions through which his work 
then passed. 

At what precise aera composition 
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having attained the highest degree of 
polish which is consistent with spirit and 
strength, begins to degenerate into weak- 
ness, is extremely difficult to fix. It cer- 
tainly had not attained this point when 
Davison wrote, nor for a long lapse of 
foUowing years. It was on the contrary 
yet struggling with thoughts and phrases 
not entirely freed from rudeness. Learn- 
ing yet partook of pedantry; and the ar- 
tifices of writing were too new not to be 
mistaken for genius. At the same time 
the best examples of language were not 
entirely freed from colloquial coarseness; 
and it's hannony was sometimes inter- 
rupted by crude and unskilful combina- 
tions. 

These faults least occur in cases 
where passion most prevails over study. 
The Dramatic writers therefore of the 
greatest genius, such as Shakespeare, and 
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ing fashion of the rules of art, that we 
must not wonder at the preference given 
to humbler walks by men of minor ge- 
nius, even with such examples before 
them. The display of elaborate gallan- 
^ try; of sentiments worked' out by long 
study ; and of unexpected allusions which 
the toils of painful scholarship can elicit, 
is within the reach of intellects some- 
what raised above the common, when 
aided by education and discipline. 

But these efforts of inferior excellence 
are not to be despised. They shew the 
progress of mental refinement; and the 
gradations by which the artifices of lan- 
guage arrive at excellence. For,' though 
it is erroneous to suppose that a period 
of youth in literature is generally a period 
of simplicity; and though the poetry of 
Queen Elizabeth's reign is in many re- 
spects laboured, affected, and ambitious 
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this dark and mysterious style. In this 
remark the intelligent reader will imme- 
diately recognize the writings of Fulke 
Grevile, Lord Brook. A little while 
afterwards indeed George Wither fell 
into the opposite extreme of coUoquiality 
and common-place— perhaps in the en- 
deavour to escape from these disgusting 
faults. 

The intellectual qualities and habits 
of King Charles I. were again more fa- 
vourable to elegant fancy and genius. 
The wild sallies of a chivalrous spirit; 
the flowing vigour of a more adventurous 
mind had ceased: but a kind of courtly 
and gilded fancy; pieces decked out, 
Jike it's gardens, with beds of roses and 
parterres of flowers, and velvet lawns, 
and fragrant terraces, sprung up, and 
began to overspread this dry metaphy- 
sical jargon; and these were rendered 
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It is with artists of a far subordinate 
class to . this illustrious Bard that the 
comparison must be fnade. To study 
these nice distinctions between authors 
not of superlative merit, and to trace the 
effects of the change of a few years on 
their productions, may seem to many a 
sort of trifling with the powers of the 
mind. But all cannot be employed in 
important tasks : and the greatest talents 
must sometimes descend to light amuse- 
ments. Yet the course of popular thought 
and popular language it can never be tri- 
fling to discriminate and record. And 
perhaps a secondary poet, who is the 
factitious offspring of the times, is the 
best witness of their prevalent and gene- 
ral character. 

The very multiplicity of copies which 
the large temporary demand for a work 
has generated, is, after the fashionable 
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I regret that I am unable to dissipate 
by any important notices the almost total 
obscurity in which the life of Francis 
Davjson has been hitherto involved. But 
perhaps the following Letter from Dr. 
Birch's MSS. in the British Museum, 
which makes a slight mention of him, 
will not be entirely unacceptable. 



Letter from John Chamberlaine to Sir Dudley Carleton, 
containing a Notice of * Davison's Rhapsody.' 



Birch MSS. Brit. Mus. 4 173. p. 195. 



SIR. 



6th July, lOte. 

If I were not now taking my leave of 
this town for the best part of the vacation, I should 
have put off this letter somewhat longer^ to see if any 
thing would have arisen worth the flying at: for since 
my last of the 27th of June, we have had so small a 
store of game, that all I could catch or come by 
would scant stretch to make a poor present to Mr. 
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Winwood, wherein though I know you are like to 
have your part, yet that you may reserve your appetite, 
and make choice according to your stomach, I will set 
you down the bare dishes. 

On Wednesday last Atkinson and his fellows had 
their payment in Cheapside, according to the sentence 
in the Starchamber. 

We were very forward here awhile in setting forth 
our four gallies in hope to have met the States Army 
at Dunkirk : but our heat is much abated since we 
hear no more of a great blow they should have given 
to the Archduke; but rather of great triumphs and 
feiLx dejoye in his camp. The reason whereof we 
cannot attain, unless it be cogging and outfacing one 
another. 

Our Carrick is come to Plymouth, where it is 
thought she shall conclude; for being of so great bur- 
den they are loth to hazard her any further; and those 
that command in her, have the same reasons to keep 
her aloof, that others have to bring her nearer. The 
Dutch Carrick is in the Downs, and stays but for a 
wind to carry her into Zealand. The two ships that 
took her, arrived at Middleburgh, on Sunday was 
seven night, with the cream and choice of portable and 
pocket commodities. 
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The Lord Deputy of Ireland hath so straitened 
Tyrone by planting a garrison at Dungannon^ that he 
hath made him forsake his country, and retire to Mac 
Guire, where he lives in a lake among islands. Mat- 
ters succeed not so well in Munster with Sir George 
Carew^ who writes that Beerhaven cannot be taken 
by force, but by famine. But the world hath no great 
opinion that he will compass it either way. 

Sir Walter Raleigh is upon the way to his govern- 
ment in Jersey, and Sir Robert Sidney must follow to 
Flushing. Sir Richard Knightley hath buried his 
Lady. On Friday last the Earl of Shrewsbury and 
Mr. Secretary were gossips to Mr. Edmondes, and 
christened his young son in Holborn, The Lady 
Hatton was godmother, and the child's name Talbot. 

Sir Thomas Parry makes many pauses ; and I can- 
not learn of any body when he means to set forth. 
He carries no great reputation with him, if all be true 
I have heard: that eight or ten young gentlemen 
come along with him, that give him an hundred 
crowns a year a piece for their board; which were all 
one as to keep an ordinary. Once I hear he carries 
an extraordinary opinion of you; which I make no 
doubt but will do you both good: for I impute his 
oversights altogether to importunity of friends; to his 
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own fecility of nature, that cannot say nay, and spe- 
cially to want of advice, and one to stand by him, and 
hold him up when he is in the right. 

It seems young Davison means to take another 
course and turn Poet; for he hath lately set out cer- 
tain Sonnets and Epigrams^ 

The thunder and tempestuous weather you write 
of hath found the way oversea, and played his part 
here all the last week more than ever I knew it. 

We were not so forward at first to cut off Biron's 
head as we are now to pardon him, and say that mat- 
ters are not so heinous, nor proofs so pregnant as 
they were taken. 

We have speech of a progress to begin towards the 
latter end of this month, first to Sir John Fortescue's 
in Buckinghamshire, then to the Earl of Hertford, 
and the Lord Chief Justice,^ where there were jewels 
and presents provided the last year, that would not be 
lost; and so to Bath and Bristol to visit the Lord 
Chamberlain that lies there for help.^ 

I know not which way my progress will hold fiur- 



* Francis Davison, son of William Davison, Esq. Secretary of State 
to Qaeen Elizabeth. In 1611 was published in London in Svo. a 
Poetical Rhapsody of Sonnets, Odes, Elegies, &c. by Francis Davison. 
Birch** Note. 

^ Popham. * George Carey, Lord Hunsdon. 
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ther than Ascot, unless it be to Sir Henry Wallop's, 
whither your cousin Lytton hath carried his little ones 
for the most part of this summer. If you write, direct 
your letters to Norton's; and I will leave orders to 
have them sent after me. 

From London this 8th of July, 1602. 
Your most assured, 

JOHN CHAMBERLAINE. 



The following notice occurs in Cham- 
berlaine's Letters, of the time of the 
death of the Poet's father, Secretary 
Davison, the date of whose decease has 
been hitherto unknown. 

3 Jan. 1608-9. 

Secretary Davison is said to be dead. 



I take this opportunity of adding 
from the same Letters some notices of 
Sir John Davies, whose poem of The 
Wife^ the ff^idow, and the Maid, stands 
at the head of Vol. I. 
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23 Dec. 1602. 

You liked the Lord Keeper's Devises so ill, 
that I care not to get Mr. Secretary's, that were not 
much better, saving a pretty Dialogue of John Davies^ 
'twixt a Maidy a Widow y and a Wifey which I do not 
think but Mr. Saunders hath seen; and no doubt will 
come out one of these days in print with the rest of 
his works. 

30 March, 1603. 

Sir Robert Carey was the first that of his own 
motion carried the news of the Queen's death in Scot- 
land, &c. 

There is much posting that way, and many run 
thither of their own errand, as if it were nothing else 
but first come first served, or that preferment were to 
be got by footmanship; among whom Neville that 
pretends to be Lord Latimer, and Earl of Westmore- 
land; Sir Henry Bromley; Sir Thomas Challoner; 
John Davies the poet, and Peyton the Lieutenant's 
son of the Tower, hope to be with the foremost. 



' Birch is in doubt whether Sir John Daris, or John Davies of 
Hereford, which shews he was not aware of the appearance of this 
poem in Davison's Rhapsody. 
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3 March, 1608-9. 

On Sunday Sir Francis Russell^ married Mrs. 
Bridges, younger daughter to the Lady Chandos. 

Young Davers is likewise wedded to the widow 
Herbert, mother to Sir Edward^ of more than twice 
his age.' 

Sir John Davies the new Serjeant, is in like sort 
linked with a daughter of the Lord Audley's. 



DAVISON'S PSALMS< 






The Versification of Select Psalms by 
Francis Davison ; and by another brother 
Christopher^ (as it seems, if it be not a 
mistake in the copy for Walter^ is now 
added to the Rhapsody from a MS. in 
the British Museum. 



^»»^>#^»»l#^^^ 



r^i#«»#s»<^i#i^^>»i#»»^^ S* ^i»^»' ^^#i#^#^^i#^ 



« He succeeded to the Earldom of Bedford Sd May, 1687. 
^ Daughter to Sir Richard Nen^'port of High ErcoU, and mother to 
the celebrated Edward Lord Herbert of Cherbury. 
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SONNETS, ODES, ELEGIES, 
AND MADRIGALS. 



FRANCIS DATISON. 



■OMVET 1. 
DEDICATION OP THESE RHYMES, TO HIS FTBST LOVE. 

I my harsh humble style and rhymes ill I 

dressed. 
Arrive not to your worth and beauty I 
glorious. 
My Muses' abouldera ore with weight | 
oppressed. 
And heavenly beams are o'er my sight victorious. 
If these dim colours have your worth expressed. 
Laid by Lover's * hand, and not by Art laborious; 
Your sun-lilte rays have my wit's harvest blessed. 
Enabling me to make your pnuae notorious. 
But if, alas! (alas! liie heavens defend it,) 
My lines your eyes, my love your heart displeasing. 
Breed hatp in you, and kill my hope of easing; 
Say, with yourself, how can the wretch amend it? 
I wondrous fejr, he wondrous dearly loving. 
How can his thoughts but make hb pen be moving? 
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THAT HE C.VNMTT HIDE OR Dt^EMBLE HIS AFVECTBOK. 



J. BEVD DDT vits, and beat mT wevr bram. 
To keep mj inwmrd erief finxn outward show. 
Alaf! I cann^iC: zxjfv 'tis Tain I know 
To hide a fire, wboee fiune appeareth plain, 

I force mv will, mw ««n5cs I coo^traln, 
T* tmprisoo in my heart my «ecret woe. 
Bat musing though ta, deep siehs, or tears that tkm. 
Discover what mv heart hides all in Tain. 

Yet Uame nut. Dear, this nndisisembled paasioo; 
TcfT well my loTe, within small limits boanded. 
Be wisely mask'd in a disguised £i£hion: 
But he whose heart, like mine, is thorooehhr wounded. 

Can nerer feiCT, no, thou^ he were asffored. 

That feigning might have greater grace proc ur ed. 
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SONNET III. 
UPON His ABSENCE FROM HER. 

JL HE fiurest eyes, (O e^es in blackness fair!) 
That ever shin'd, and the most heav'niy hce. 
The daintiest smiling, the most conquering grace. 
And sweetest breath that e'er perfum'd the airj 
Those cherry lips, whose kiss might well repair 

A dead man's state: that speech which ^ did displace 



^ Which omitted 4th. 
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All mean desires, and all affections base. 
Clogging swift Hope, and winging dead Despair^ 
That snow-white breast, and all those &iiltless features 
Which made her seem a personage divine. 
And far excelling fairest human creatures. 
Hath Absence banish *d from my cursed eyne. 
But in my heart, as in a mirror clear, 
AH these perfections to my thoughts appear. 



SONNET IV. 

Upon fresetUing her wiih the Speech of Gray *e Inn Maeh, at the 

Court 15S4, conauting of three Parte. The Story of Pro- 

teue* TVaneformationef the Wonidere of the AdamaHme 

Rochy mtd a Speech to her Majeety, 

VVho in these lines may better claim a part. 
That sing the praises of the Maiden Queen, 
Then you, fiur sweet, that only Sovereign been. 
Of the poor kingdom of my faithful heart? 

Or to whose view should I this speech impart. 
Where th* Adamantine Rock's great power is shown: 
But to your conquering eyes, whose force once known 
Makes even iron hearts loath thence^ to part? 

Or who of Proteus' sundry transformations. 
May better send you the new-feigned story 
Than I, whose love unfeign'd felt no mutations. 
Since to be yours I first receiv'd the glory? 

Accept then of these lines, though meanly pen'd. 

So fit for you to take, and me to send. 

• Then, 4th. 



6... 



II 

I 

I 
I 
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SiTTiSG at board somctunes, prepar'd to cat, 
If't hap my mind oa these mj woes to think, 
Sighs 611 mj mouth instead of pleasant meat. 
And tears do moist mj lips in lieu of drink: 
But yet, nor sighs, nor tears, that run amain. 
Can either starve my thoughts, or quench my pain. 

Another time with careful thoughts o*er-ta*en, 

I thought these thoughts with Music*s might to chase: 

But as I *gan to set my notes in frame, 

A sudden passion did my song ' displace: 
Instead of rests, sighs from my heart did rise. 
Instead of notes, deep sobs and mournful cries. 

Then, when I saw, that these my thoughts increased. 
And that my thoughts unto my woes gave fire, 
I hop*d both thoughts and woes might be released. 
If to the Muses I did me retire: 
Whose sweet delights were wont to ease my woe: 
But now, alas! they could do nothing so. 

For trying oft, alas! yet still in vain, 
To make some pleasant numbers to arise. 
And beating oft my dulled* weary brain. 
In ho|H5 some sweet conceit for to devise: 

' Mind» 4Ui. * Dollen, Sd and 4th. 
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Out of my mouth no words but groans would come> 
Out of my pen no ink but tears would run. 

Of all my old delights yet one was left. 
Painting alone to ease my mind reia(iain*d> 
By which, when as I look'd to be bereft 
Of these heart-vexing woes that still me strain'd. 
From forth mine eyes the blood for colours' came. 
And tears withal to temper so the same. 

• 

Adieu, my food, that wont'st my taste to please. 

Adieu my songs that bred mines ears delight; 

Adieu sweet Muse that oft my mind did'st ease; 

F&inting adieu! that oft refresh*d my sight; 

Since neither taste, nor ears, nor sight, nor mind. 
In your delights can ought save sorrow find! 



^«»>^#'»«»^*'^i#>^^^»«^i^i»^»»^^^««i»^^»»< 



SONN2T V....TO PnT. 

wVake IHty, wake, for thou hast slept too long. 
Within the tygerish heart of that fierce Fair, 
Who ruins most, where most she should repair. 
And where she owes most right, doth greatest wrong; 

Wake Pity, wake, O do no more prolong 
Thy needful help! but quickly hear my prayer. 
Quickly, alas! for otherwise Despair, 
By guilty death, will end my guiltless wrong. 

' Colour, 4th. t My, 4th. 
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Sweet Pity, wake, and tell my cruel Sweet, 
That if my death her honour might encreaae, 
I would lay down my life at her proud feet. 
And willing die, and dying, hold my peace. 
And only live, and living mercy cry. 
Because her glory in my death will die. 



^^^^^^^>^^<»^^<^«^»^^<^x^«»^»^^^«^ 



ODE I. 
THAT ONLY HER BEAUTY AND VOICE PLEASE HIM. 

J: AS SI ON may my judgment blear. 
Therefore sure I will not swear. 

That others are not pleasing: 
But I speak it to my pain. 
And my life shall it maintain. 

None else yields my heart easing. 

Ladies I do think there be 
Other-some as &ir as she, 

(Though none have fairer features:) 
But my turtle-like affection, 
Since of her I made election. 

Scorns other fedrest creatures. 



Surely I will not deny. 

But some others reach as high 

With their sweet warbling voices: 
But since her notes charmed mine ear. 
Even the sweetest tunes I hear. 

To me seem rude harsh noises. 
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MADRIGAL I.... TO CUPID. 

Xjove, if a God thou art^ 

Then evermore thou must 

Be merciful and just. 
If thou be just, O wherefore doth thy dart 
Wound mine aione^ and not my Lady's heart? 

If merciful, then why 

Am I to pain reserv*d; 

Who have thee truly serv'd: 
While she that by thy power sets not a fly. 
Laughs thee to scorn, and lives at liberty? 

Then, if a God thou wUt accounted be. 
Heal me like her, or else wound her like me. 



MADBIGAL II. 
UPON HIS MISTRESS'S SICKNESS, AND HIS OWN HEALTH. 

In health and ease am I; 
Yet, as I senseless were, it nought contents me. 

You sick in pain do lie; 
And, ah! your pain exceedingly torments me: 
Whereof, I can this only reason give. 
That dead unto myself, in you I live. 
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MADRIGAL III. 
HE BEGS A KISS. 

ooRRow slowly kUleth any; 

Sadden joy soon murders manyj 

Then, Sweet, if you would end me^ 
*Tis a fond course with lingering grief to spend me; 

For, quickly to dispatch me, 
Your only way is, in your arms to catch me; 

And ^ve me dove-like kisses : 
For such excessive and unlook*d-for blisses . 

Will so much over-joy me. 

As they will straight destroy me. 

MADRIGAL IV. 
UPON A KISS RECEIVED. 

iSiNCR I your cherry lips did kiss. 
Where nectar and ambrosia is. 
My hungry maw no meat requires : 
My thirsty throat no drink desires. 
For by your breath, which then I gained, 
Camelion-like, my life*s maintained. 



O grant me then those cherries still; 

And let me feed on them my fill. 

If by a surfeit death I get, 

Upon my tomb let this be set : 

By cherries twain his life he cherished; 

By cherries twain at length he perish'd. 



3e 
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ODE II. 

UPON HER PROTESTATION OF KIND AFFECTION, 
HAVING TRIED HIS SINCERE FIDEUTT. 

Xjadt, you are with beauties so enriched. 

Of body and of mind. 

As I can hardly find. 
Which of them all hath most my heart bewitched. 

Whether your skin so white, so smooth, so tender. 
Or face well form'd and fur. 
Or heart-ensnaring^ hair. 

Or dunty hand, or leg, and foot so slender : 

Or whether your sharp wit and lively spirit. 
Where pride can find no placcj 
Or your, enchanting grace. 

Or speech which doth true eloquence inherit: 



Most lovely all, and each of them do move me. 
More than words can express; 
But yet I must confess, 

I love you most, because you please to love me. 

ODE III. 
HIS RESTLESS ESTATE. 

Jl ouB presence breeds my anguish; 
Your absence makes me languish; 
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Your sight \^]th woe doth fill me; 

And want of your sweet sight, alas! doth kill me. 

If those dear eyes, that burn me. 

With mild aspect you turn me. 

For life my weak heart panteth; 

If frowningly, my spirit and life blood fainteth. 

If you speak kindly to me, 

Alas! kind words undo me: 

Yet silence doth dislike me. 

And one unkind ill word stark dead would strike me. 

Thus, sun nor shade doth ease me. 
Nor speech nor silence please me: 
Favours and frowns annoy me; 
Both want and plenty equally destroy me. 



^^*^*^^i^^'i^^>^^^*^t0*^>^*^^^*^t^>>0*0^^*^-^'i^,^'i^'-^ 



ELEGY II. 



OR LETTERS IN VERSE. 

JMLt dearest Sweet, if these sad lines do hap 
The raging fury of the sea to *scape, 
O be not you more cruel than the seas; 
Let pity now your angry mind appease. 
So that your hand may be their blessed port. 
From whence they may unto your eyes resort: 
And at that throne pleading my wretched case. 
May move your cruel heart to yield me grace. 
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So may no clouds of elder years obscure 
Your sun-like eyes, but still as bright endure^ 
As then they shone, when with one piercing ray 
They made myself their slave, my heart their prey; 
So may no sickness nip those flowers sweet. 
Which ever flowering on your cheeks do meet: 
Nor all defocing Time have power to rase 
The goodly building of that heavenly face. 



HI. 

Fountain of bliss, yet well-spring of my woe, 
(O would I might not justly term you so>) 
Alas! your cruel dealing and my ftite. 
Have now reduc*d me to that wretched state. 
That I know not, how I my style may frame 
To thanks or grudging, or to praise or blame; 
And where to write, I all my powers do bend. 
There wot I not how to begin or end. 
And now my drisUng tears trill down apace. 
As if the latter would the former chase; 
Whereof some few on my pale cheeks remain. 
Like wither*d flowers, bedew*d with drops of rain: 
The other foiling in my paper sink. 
Or dropping in my pen encrease my ink. 
^liich sudden passion's cause if you would find, 
A trembling fSear doth now possess my mind; 
That you will not vouchsafe these lines to read. 
Lest they some pity in your heart may breed: 
But, or with angry frowns refuse to take them. 
Or taking them, the fire*s fuel makes them; 
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Whether your hands^ your eyes, your heart of stone. 
Did take my lines, and read them and bemoan 
With one kind word, one sigh, one picying tear, 
Th* unfoined grief which you do make me bear. 
Whether y* accepted that last monument 
Of my dear love, the book (I mean) 1 sent 
To your dear self, when the respectless wind 
Bare me away, leaving my heart behind. 
And deign, sometimes, when you the same do view. 
To think on him, who always thinks on you. 
Or whether you, (as Oh, I fear you do,) 
Hate both myself, and gifts, and letters too. 

VI. 

I must confess. Unkind, when I consider 

How ill, alas ! how ill agree together 

So peerless beauty to so fierce a mind. 

So hard an inside to so fair a rind, 

A heart so bloody to so white a breast. 

So proud disdain, with so mild looks supprest^ 

And how, my dear, (Oh, would it had been never. 

Accursed word ! nay, would it might be ever:) 

How once, I say, till your heart was estranged, 

(Alas, how soon my day to night was changed,) 

You did vouchsafe my poor eyes so much grace. 

Freely to view the riches of your face; 

And did so high exalt my lowly heart. 

To call it yours, and take it in good part. 

And (which was greatest bliss) did not <lisdain. 

For boundless love to yield some love again. 



SES 



14 SgMftii'# yocrtal mUftn^. 



Or with thoae hands (made to a milder end) 

These guiltless leaves all into pieces rend. 

O cruel tyrant! (yet beloved still,) 

Wherein have I deserv*d of you so ill. 

That all my love you should with hate requite. 

And all my pains reward with such despight? 

Or if my fault be great, (which I protest 

Is only love, too great to be exprest,) 

What, have these lines, so harmless, innocent. 

Deserved to feel their master's punishment? 

These leaves are not unto my fault consenting; 

And therefore ought not to have the same tormenting. 

When you have read them, use them as you list. 

For by your sight they shall be fully blest; 

But till you read them, let the woes I have. 

This harmless paper from your fury save. 



IV. 



Clear up mine eyes, and dry yourselves, my tears; 
And thou, my heart, banish these deadly fears; 
Persuade thyself, that though her heart disdain 
Either to love thy love, or rue thy pain. 
Yet her fair eyes will not a look deny 
To this sad story of thy misery. 
O then my dear, behold the portraiture 
Of him that doth all kind of woes endure, 
Of him' whose head is made a hive of woes. 
Whose swarming number daily greater grows : 
Of him whose senses like a rack are bent. 
With diverse motions my poor soul to rent; 
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Whose mind a mirror is ! which only shows 

The ugly image of my present woes : 

Whose memory*s a poison*d knife to tear 

The ever-bleeding wound my breast doth bear^ 

(The ever-bleeding wound not to be cured 

But by those eyes that first the same procured.) 

And that poor hearty so fiiithfulj constant^ tme> 

That only loveSj and serves and honours you. 

Is like a feeble ship, which, torn and rent. 

The mast of hope being broke, and tackling spent -, 

Reason the pilot dead, the stars obscured. 

By which alone to sail it was enured. 

No port, no land, no comfort once expected. 

All hope of safety utterly neglected. 

With dreadful terror tumbling up and down 

Passion's uncertain waves with hidebus sound. 

Doth daily, hourly, minutely expect. 

When either it should run, and so be wreck*d 

Upon despair's sharp rock, or be o*er thrown 

\^th storm of your disdain so fiercely blown* 

V. 

But yet of all the woes that do torment me. 
Of all the torments that do daily rent me. 
There's none so great (altho* I am assured, 
That e*en the least can not be long endured :) 
As that so many weeks, (nay, months and years,) 
Nay, tedious ages, (fDr it so appears,) 
My trembling heart, (besides so many anguishes,) 
'Twixt hope and fear uncertain, hourly languishes; 



!se 



' '   '■.' 
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Whether your hands^ your eyes> your heart of stone. 
Did take my lines, and read them and bemoan 
With one kind word, one sigh, one pitying tear, 
Th* unfoined grief wliich you do make me bear. 
Whether y* accepted that last monument 
Of my dear love, the book (I mean) 1 sent 
To your dear self, when the respectless wind 
Bare me away, leaving my. heart behind. 
And deign, sometimes, when you the same do view. 
To think on him, who always thinks on you. 
Or whether you, (as Oh, I fear you do,) 
Hate both myself, and gifts, and letters too. 



VI. 

I must confess. Unkind, when I consider 
How ill, alas ! how ill agree together 
So peerless beauty to so fierce a mind. 
So hard an inside to so fair a rind, 
A heart so bloody to so white a breast. 
So proud disdain, with so mild looks supprestj 
And how, my dear, (Oh, would it had been never. 
Accursed word ! nay, would it might be ever:) 
How once, I say, till your heart was estranged, 
(Alas, how soon my day to night was changed,) 
You did vouchsafe my poor eyes so much grace. 
Freely to view the riches of your face; 
And did so high exalt my lowly heart. 
To call it yours, and take it in good part. 
And (which was greatest bliss) did not disdain, 
For boundless love to yield some love again. 
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When this^ I 88y« I call unto my mind. 
And in my heart and soul no cause can find. 
No fiict> no word, whereby my heart doth merit 
To love that love^ which once it did inheritj 
Despair itself cannot make me despair. 
But that you*U prove as kind as you are fair^ 
And that my lines and book> (O, would 'twere true>) 
Are, though I know*t not yet, receiv'd by youj 
And often have your cruelty repented. 
Whereby my guiltless heart is thus tormented. 
And now at length, in lieu of passed woe. 
Will pity, kindness, love, and favour shew. 

VII. 

But when again my cursed memory. 
To my sad thoughts confounded diversly. 
Presents the time, the tear-procuring time. 
That withered my young joys before their prime; 
The time when I with tedious absence tired. 
With restless love, and racked desire inspired. 
Coming to find my earthly paradise. 
To glass my sight in your two heavenly eyes, 
(On which alone my earthly joys depended. 
And wanting which, my joy and life were ended,) 
From your sweet rosy lips, the springs of bliss. 
To draw the nectar of a sweetest kiss ; 
My greedy ears on your sweet words to feed. 
Which candied in your sugar'd breath proceed. 
In daintiest accents through that coral door. 
Guarded with precious pearl ^d rubies* store. 



-J 
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Ah, try it on^ rebellious hearts and eyes> 
That do withstand the power of sacred lights,'' 
And make them feel, (if any such be found) 
How deep and carelessly your eyes can wound; 
But spare, O spare my yielding heart, and save 
Him whose chief glory is to be your slave : 
Make me the matter of youB clemency. 
And not the subject of your tyranny. 



^^^»^«^i^»^^>^i^^^^i^«^^^»i»^^^^^^^ 



ODE IV. 

Being by kit ahtence in Italy deprived of her looks, words, and gestures, 

ke desiretk ker to write unto kirn. 

jXLy only star. 

Why, why are your dear eyes. 
Where all my lifers peace lies^ 

With me at war? 
Why to my ruin tending. 

Do they still lighten woe. 

On him that loves you so. 
That all his thoughts in you have birth and ending.^ 

Hope of my heart, 
O, wherefore ■• do the words 
Which your sweet tongue affords. 

No hope impart ? 

^ Query, sighs? 
1 This line omitte4 in the 4th edit.  Whereof, 4th. 
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But cruel \^ithout measure^ 
To my eternal pain. 
Still thunder forth €lisdain> 

On him whose life depends upon your pleasure. 

Sunshine of joy. 
Why do your gestures, which 
All eyes and hearts bewitch. 

My bliss destroy ? 
And pity's sky o*er clouding. 

Of hate and endless shower. 

On that poor heart still pour. 
Which in your bosom seeks his only shrouding. 

Blame of my wound. 
Why are your lines, whose sight 
Should cure me with delight. 

My poison found ? 
Which through my veins dispersing. 

Make my poor heart and mind. 

And all my senses find, 
A living death in torments past rehearsing. 

Alas ! my fate 
Hath of your eyes depriv*d me. 
Which both kill'd and revived me. 

And sweetened hate; 
Your sweet voice, and sweet graces. 

Which cloth'd in lovely weeds. 

Your cruel words and deeds. 
Are intercepted by fap distant places. 
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But O the anguish^ 
Which presence still presented. 
Absence hath not absented. 

Nor made to languish ; 
No, no, t* increase my paining. 

The cause being (ah) removed. 

For which th* effect I loved, 
Th* effect is still in greatest force remaining. 

O, cruel tiger. 
If to your hard heart's centre. 
Tears, vows, and prayers may enter. 

Desist your rigour : 
And let kind lines assure me, 

(Since to my deadly wound. 

No salve can else be found,) 
That you that kill me, yet at length will cure me. 



O^^^l^l^rf^^^y^ll^^l^O*^*!^!^ #«l^l»^»^»»<<«^^^ 



MADRIGAL V. 



ALLUSION TO THE CONFUSION OF BABEL. 

J. HB wretched life I live. 

In my weak senses such confusion maketh. 

That like the accursed rabble. 

That built the Tower of Babel, 

My wit mistaketh. 
And unto nothing a right name doth give. 
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I term her my dear love^ that deadly hates me ; 
My chiefest good, her that's my chiefest evil^ 
Her saint and goddess, who*s a witch, a devil; 
Her my sole hope, that with despair amates me : 

My halm I call her, that with poison fills me; 

And her I term my life, that daily kills me. 



soimET vi. 

UPON HER ACKNOWLEDGING HIS DESERT, TET 
REJECTING HIS AFFECTION. 

Xf love conjoin'd with worth and great desert. 

Merit like love in every noble mind. 

Why then do I you still so cruel find, 

To whom you do such praise of worth impart? 

And if, my dear, you speak not from your heart, 
Twa heinous wrongs you do together bind; 
To seek with glozing words mine eyes to blind. 
And yet with hateful deeds my love to thwart. 

To want what one deserves, engrieves his pain. 
Because it takes away all self accusing : 
And under kindest words to mask disdain. 
Is to a vexed soul too much abusing. 

Then if t be felse, such glozing words refrain; 

If true, O then let worth his due obtain. 
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SOMVBT Til. 
HER ANSWER IN THE SAME RHTMES. 

Xf your fond love want worth and great desert. 
Then blame yourself that you me cruel find : 
If worth alone move every noble mind. 
Why to no worth should I my love impart? 

And if the less to grieve your wounded heart, 
I seek your dazzled eyes with words to blind. 
To just disfavour I great fi&vour bind, 
With deeds and not virith words your love to thwart. 

The freeing of your mind from self accusing. 
By granting your deserts should ease your pain; 
And since love is your f&ult, 'twere some abusing. 
With bitter words t' envenom just disdain. 

Then if t be true, all glozing I re&ain ; 

If fiEdse, why should not worth worth's due obtain > 

ODB V. 



HIS FAREWELL TO HIS UNKIND AND INCONSTANT 

MISTRESS. 

ISwBBT, if you like and love me still. 
And yield me love for my good will. 
And do not from your promise start. 
When your fidr hand gave me your heart : 

If dear to you I be. 

As you are dear to me; 
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Then yours I am, and will be ever; 
Nor time nor place my love shall sever. 
But faithful still I will persever. 

Like constant marble stone. 

Loving but you alone. 

But if you flavour more than me, 
(Who love thee dear, and none but thee,) 
If others do the harvest gain. 
That's due to me for all my pain; 

If you delight to range. 

And oft to chop and change : 
Then get you some new fangled mate -, 
My doting love shall turn to hate, 
Esteeming you (though too too late) 

Not worth a pebble stone. 

Loving not me alone. 



'■^^■■^^■^*- 



ODE VI. 



A PROSOPOPCEIA, WHEREIN HIS HEART SPEAKS TO HIS 

SECOND LADrS BREAST. 

X DARB not in my master's bosom rest. 
That flaming ^tna would to ashes bum me ; 
Nor dare I harbour in his mistress* breast. 
The frosty climate into ice would turn me; 
So, both from her and him I do retire me. 
Lest th* one should fireeze me, and the other fire me. 
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Wing*d with true love^ I fly to this sweet breast^ 
Whose snow> I hope^ will cool, but t' ice not turn me; 
Where fire and snow, I trust, so tempered rest. 
As gentle heat will warm, and yet not burn me ; 
But, O dear breast, from thee 1*11 ne'er retire me. 
Whether thou cool, or warm, or freeze, or fire me. 

ODE VII. 

Upon her giving him bach the Paper wherein the former Song woe 
written, as though it had been an answer thereto, 

JLiADY of matchless beauty; 
When into your sweet bosom I delivered 
A paper, with wan looks, and hand that quivered 

*Twixt hope, fear, love, and duty j 
Thought you it nothing else contain'd. 
But written words in rhyme restrained ? 

O then your thought abused was ; 
My heart, close wrapt therein, into your breast infused 
was. 



When you that scroll restored me. 
With grateful works, kind grace, and smiling merrily. 
My breast did swell with joy, supposing verily. 

You, answer did afford me. 
But finding only that I writ, 
I hop'd to find my heart in it : 

But you my hope abused had. 
And poison of despair instead thereof infiised had. 
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Why> why did you torment me, 
With giving back my humble rhjrmes so hatefully? 
You should have kept both heart and paper gratefully; 

Or both you should have sent me. 
Hope you my heart thence to remove. 
By scorning me, my lines, my love ? 

No, no 3 your hope abused is; 
Too deep to be remov'd, it in your breast infused is. 

O shall I hide or tell it? 
Dear, with so spotless, zealous, firm affection, 
I love your beauty, virtue, and perfection. 

As nothing can expel it. 
Scorn still my rhymes; my love despite ; 
Pull out my heart; yea kill me quite; 

Yet will your hate abused be. 
For in my very soul your love and looks infused be. 



ODE VIII. 



COMMENDATION OF HER BEAUTY, STATURE, BEHAVIOUR, 

AND WIT. 

OOME there are as fair to see too; 
But by art and not by nature. 
Some as tall and goodly be too : 
But want beauty to their stature. 

Some have gracious kind behaviour; 
But are foul or simple creatures : 
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Some have wit> but want sweet &vour^ 
Or are proud of their good features. 
Only you, and you want pity. 
Are most fair^ tall, kind, and witty. 



^«#^^^0»^>*^»»^^«#«i»^^^XX«^^»#'^^^«#'<'^ 



MADRIGAL VI. 



TO H£B HAND, UPON HER GIVING HIM HER GLOVE. 

O HAND, of all hands living. 

The softest, moistest, whitest : 
More skiird than Phoebus on a lute in running; 
More than Minerva, with needle cunning; 

Than Mercury more wily. 

In stealing hearts most slily. 

Since thou, dear hand, in theft so much delightest. 

Why fall* St thou now a giving > 
Ay me ! thy gifts are thefts ; and with strange art. 
In giving me thy glove, thou steal'st my heart. 



9^ ^S#«^^^^«»^»^«^«*^X»^^«^>i»^^^«» 



MADRIGAL VII. 

CUPID PROVED A FENCER. 

AH, Cupid, I mistook thee \ 
I for an archer, and no fencer took thee. 
But as a fencer oft feigns blows and thrusts^ 

Where he intends no harm \ 

Then turns his baleful arm. 
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And wounds that part which least his foe mistrusts 

So thou with fencing art^ 
Feigning to wound mine eyes, hast hit my heart. 



SONNET VIII. 

Upon her commending (though most undeservedly) hi* Verses 

to hisjlrst Love. 

X: BAisE you those barren rhymes long since composed? 
Which my great love, her greater cruelty. 

My constant £aith, her fBdse inconstancy. 

My praiseless stile, her o*er-prais*d worth disclosed. 

O, if I loy*d a scornful dame so dearly; 
If my wild years did yield so firm affection -, 
If her moon-beams, short of your sun's perfection. 
Taught my hoarse muse (as you say) to sing clearly: 

How much, how much should I love and adore you, 
Divinest creature, if you deign'd to love me ! 
What beauty, fortune, time, should ever move me. 
In these staid years, to like aught else before you ? 

And O ! how should my Muse, by you inspired, 

Make'heaven and earth resound your praise admired. 

My then green heart so brightly did in/lame. 

MADRIGAL VIII. 
HE COMPARES HIMSELF TO A CANDLE FLY. 

Xjike to the silly fly. 
To the dear light I fly 
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Of your disdainful eyes^ 

But* ip a diverse wise. 

She with the flame doth play 
By night alone 5 and I both night and day. 

She to a candle runs -, 
I to a lights far brighter than the sun*s. 

She near at hand is fired; 
I both near band^ and far away retired. 
She fondly thinks, nor dead nor hurt to be ; 
But I my burning and my death foresee. 



^^#<#«»»»'»^i<«*>#S»^»i^»S».^< 



MADRIGAL IX. 
ANSWER TO HER QUESTION, WHAT LOVE WAS. 

Xf I behold your eyes. 
Love is a paradise. 
But if I view my heart, 
'Tis an infernal smart. 



ODE IX. 

That ail other ereaiures have their abiding in heaven, hell, earth, 
air, water, orjire; but he in all of them. 

±N heaven the blessed angels have their being; 
In hell the fiends appointed to damnation ; 
To men and beasts earth yields firm habitation : 
The wing'd musicians in the ur are fleeing. 
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The more I bum> the more I do desire^ 

The less I dare require. 
Ah^ love ! this is thy wondrous art. 
To freeze the tongue^ and fire the heart. 



MADRIGAL XI. 
UPON HER LONG ABSENCE. 

Xp this most wretched and infernal anguish, 
Wherdn so long your absence makes me languish. 

My vital spirits spending. 

Do not work out my ending. 
Nor yet your long-expected safe returning. 
To heavenly joy my hellish torments turning. 

With joy so over-fiU me. 

As presently it kill me ; 
I will conclude, hows*ever schools deceive a man. 
No joy, nor sorrow, can of life bereave a man. 

UPON SEEING HIS FACE IN HER EYE. 

X AIRB8T and kindest of all woman kind : 

_  

Since you did me the undieserved grace. 
In your fair eye to shew me my bad fece $ 
With loan 1*11 pay you in the selfsame kind : 
Look in mine eye, and I virill shew to you. 
The feirest fece that heaven's eye doth view. 
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Then he by proof shall know. 

As I do to my woe. 
How they moke my poor heart at once to dwell 
In fire and frost, in heaven and in hell. 



A DIALOGUE BETWEEN A LOVER'S FLAMING HEART, 
AND HIS LADrS FROZEN BREAST. 

Heart ohut not^ sweet Breast^ to see me all on fire. 

Breast. Fly not, dear Heart, to find me all of snow. 

Heart, Thy snow inflames these flame? of my desire. 

Breast. And I desire^ desire's sweet flames to know. 

Heart. Thy snow n*ill hurt me. 

Breast. Nor thy fire will harm me. 

Heart. This cold will cool me. 

Breast. And this heart will warm me. 



Heart. Take this chaste fire to that pure virgin snow. 
Breast. Being now thus warm*d, I'U ne'er seek other 

fire. 
Heart. Thou giv'st more bliss than mortal hearts may 

know. 
Breast. More bliss I take than angels can desire. 

Both together. 

Let one joy fill us, as one grief did harm us 5 
Let one death kill us^ as one love doth warm us. 
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ELEOY III. 

FOR WHAT CAUSE H£ OBTAINS NOT HIS LADTS 

FAVOUR. 

JLIeab, why hath my long love^ and fiiith unfidned. 
At your fiair hands no grace at all obtained? 

I8*t that my pockhord face doth beauty lack? 
No : Your sweet sex, sweet beauty praiseth : 
Ours, wit and valour chiefly raiseth. 

Is*t that my muskless clothes are plain and black ?* 
No : What wise lady loves fine noddies. 
With poor-clad minds, and rich-clad bodies ? 

Is't that no costly gifts mine agents are? 

No : My true heart, which I present you. 
Should more than gold or pearl content you. 

Is't that my verses want invention rare ? 
No : I was never skilful poet; 
I truly love, and plainly shew it. 

Is*t that I vaunt, or am e£Peminate ? 
O, scornful vices ! I abhor you. 
Dwell still in court, the place fit for you. 



Is*t that you fear my love soon turns to hate ? 
No . Though disdained, I can hate never; 
But lov'd, where once I love, love ever. 
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Is't that your favours jealous eyes suppress ? 
No : Only virtue never-sleeping^ 
Both your fair mind and body*s keeping. 

Is't Hiat to many more I love profess ? 

Goddess ! you have my heart's oblation^ 
And no saint else lips invocation. 

No^ none of these. The cause I now discover 
No woman loves a faithful worthy lover. 



^»'^i»^^^«»^^^»^#^^^'»^^^» #>#» 



A QUATRAIN. 



Xf you reward my love with love again^ 

My bliss^ my life^ my heaven I will deem you -, 

"But, if you proudly quit it with disdain^ 

My curse^ my death^^ my hell^ I must esteem you. 



#«»»»' ^«»^i»^«» ^i^^** ^>r i#i»^»««»^i# 



SONNET X. 

To a worthy Lord (now dead) upon presenting' him for a new year*s 
gi/i, with Cteear'e Commentariee, and Corneiiue TacUus, 

Worthily, famous Lord, whose virtues rare, 

Set in the gold of never stain'd nobility. 
And noble mind shining in true humility. 
Make you admir'd of all that virtuous are : 

* My death omitted in 4th. 
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If as your sword with envy imitates 

Great Ceesar's sword in all his deeds victorious^ 
So your leam*d pen would strive to be glorious^ 
And write your acts performed in foreign States ; 

Or if some one, with the deep wit inspir*d 
Of matchless Tacitus, would them hbtorify. 
Then Caesar's works so much we should not glorify; 
And Tacitus would be much less desir'd. 

But till yourself, or some such put them forth. 

Accept of these as pictures of your worth. 



*»^»»##»»»^#'^»^>»^»»^i»^»^»^i#' 



TO SAMUEL DANIEL, PRINCE OF ENGLISH POETS. 

Upon his three several sorts of Poesy, 

Lyricai in hU Sonnets; 

Tragicai in Rosamond and Cleofyatra; 

Heroical in his Civil Wan. 

Olympiads matchless son, when-as he knew 

How many crowns his father's sword had gain*d. 
With smoking sighs, and deep-fetch*d sobs did rue. 
And his brave cheeks with scalding tears bedew ; 
Because that kingdoms now so few remain*d. 
By his victorious anp to be obtained. 



So, learned Daniel, when as thou didst see. 

That Spenser erst so far had spread his fame. 
That he was monarch deem'd of Poesy, 
Thou didst, I guess, even burn with jealousy. 



I 
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Lest laurel were not left enough to frame^ 
A nest sufficient for thine endless name. 

But as that pearl of Greece soon after past. 

In wond*rous conquests, his renowned sire. 
And others all, whose names by Fame are placed 
In highest seat j so hath thy Muse surpast 
Spenser, and all that do with hot desire 
To the thunder^scorning laurel-crown aspire. 

And as his empire's linked force was known. 

When each of those that did his kingdoms share. 
The mightiest kings in might did match alone^ 
So of thy skill the greatness thus is shown ; 
That each of those great poets deemed are. 
Who may in no one kind with thee compare. 

One shar*d out Greece, another Asia held. 
And fertile Egypt to a third did fall 3 

But only Alexander all did wield. 

So in soft pleasing lyrics some are skilled. 
In tragic some, some in heroical. 
But thou alone art matchless in them all. 

iVoN epiidem wvideo, nUror magi*. 
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URANIA'S ANSWER IN INVERTRD RHTBfRS, 
STAFF FOR STAFF. 

Since true penance hath suspended 

Feigned ire. 
More 1*11 grant than you desire. 
Faults confessed are half amended -, 

And Iliaye, 
In this half, all that I crave. 

Therefore banish now the terror. 

Which you find 
In your guiltless grieved mind. 
For, though you have made an error. 

From me, wretch. 
First beginning it did fetch. 

Ne*er my sight 1*11 interdict thee 

More at all. 
Ne*er speak words more dipped in gall. 
Ne'er, ne*er wiU I more afflict thee 

With these eyes. 
What is past, shall now suffice. 



Now new joys 1*11 be inventing. 

Which, alas ! 
May thy passed woes surpass. 
Too long thou hast felt tormenting -, 

Too gn»t pains' 
So great love and faith sustains. 
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Let these eyes (by thy confessing 

Worthy praise) 
Never see more nights nor days. 
Let my woes be past expressing. 

When to you 
I cease to be Kind and true. 

Thus are both our states amended 5 

For you have 
Fuller pardon than you crave ; 
And my fear is quite suspended^ 

Since mine ire 
Wrought th' effect I most desire. 

THREE EPITAPHS UPON THE DEATH OF A RARE 
CHILD OF SIX TEARS OLD. 

Nature's pride, the Graces* treasure. 
Virtue's hope, his Mends' sole pleasure. 
This small marble stone lies under 5 
Which is often moist with tears. 
For such loss in such young years. 



^«» .#» <l» ^^l»»^l»'l*'#i*«» !»»■»» ^»^ir 



Xjovely boy ! thou art not dead. 
But from earth to heaven fled ; 
For base earth was &r unfit 
For thy beauty, grace, and wit. 
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Thou alive on earth, sweet boy, 
Had*st an angel's wit and face^ 
And now dead, thou dost enjoy. 
In high Heaven, an angeVs place. 



AN INSCRIPTION FOR THE STATUE OF DIDO. 

\J, most unhappy Dido, 

Unhappy wife, and more unhappy widow ! 

Unhappy in thy mate. 

And in thy lover more unfortunate : 

By treason th* one was reft thee -, 

By treason th* other ieft thee. 

That left thee means to fly with -, 

This left thee means to die with. 

The former being dead. 

From brother's sword thou fliest ; 

The latter being fled. 

On lover's sword thou diest. 

Piu meritare, che conteguire* 



An Epitaph upon the Heart of Henry the TTUrd^ late ISng of France 

and Poland: elain Ib^dfhy a Jacobin Friar, 

Upon the Tomb of hie heart, in the Church of Saint Cloud, near 

Paris: adjoining the houee where he was elain. 

Adsta ^^ator & dole Regam vicem ! 
Cor Regit itto conditom est sub marmore, 
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Qai iura Gallis, iura Sarmatis dedit. 
Tecttts CucuUo banc sustulit Sicarius; 
-Abi Viator, 8c dole regum Ticem. 

THUS PARAFHRASTICALLT ENGLISHED. 

Whether thy choice or chance thee hither brings^ 
Stay^ passenger, and wail the hap of kings. 
This little stone a great king*s heart doth hold. 
That ruVd the fickle French and Polacks bold ; 
Whom with a mighty warlike host attended. 
With traitorous J^nife, a cowled monster ended : 
So frail are e*en the highest earthly things. 
Go, passenger, and wail the hap of Kings ! 



EPIGRAMS TRANSLATED OUT OF MARTIAL. 



AD jEUAM. 76. 1. 1. 

Si memini/uerant OH quatuor, Aelia, denies 

Espuii una duot tusHs, ^ una duos, 
lam eecura potee tuseire dUbue, 
Nil istue quod agat tertia tusHs habet. 

Four teeth of late you had^ both black and shaking, 
Which durst not chew your meat for fear of aching. 
But since your cough (without a barber*s aid) 
Hath blown them out, you need not be afraid ~ 
On either side to chew hard crusts, for sure 
Now from the tooth-ach you live most secure. 
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IN HERM. 15. 1. 1. 

Qwni nuUi calicem tuum prppuuu, 
Hummme/meUf Hertme; non n^ferbt, 

A MONSIEUR NA80, VEROLE. 

Naso let none drink in his glass but he; 
Think you *tis curious pride? *Tis courtesy. 



D£ MANUELLA. 61. L 1. 

Os if Kbra tibi Ungiif M a wm e U m , eatellus; 
Non miror merda* H libet esse cam. 

I MUSE not that your dog turds oft doth eat; 

To a tcmgue that licks your lips^ a turd's sweet meat. 



^ »^^««i^^«»«#X»*«#^^^«i^^<^»^>»^i»^^^'<»«^^^«^ 



D£ MILONE. 

Milo domi non est: peregre Milone jtro/edo, 
Arva vacant : Uxor non mmuM inde parit. 
Cur sit ager sterUu, cur uxor lactitet edam; 
Quofodiaiur ager non habet; uxor kabet. 

MiLo lives long in France^ and while he*s thiere 
His ground bears naught; his wife doth children bear. 
Why should th' one barren^ th* other fertile be ? 
This ground lacks plowing up ; so doth not she. 



I 
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D£ CX>DRO. li. 15. 3. 

Phu credit nemoy ^am iota Codnu in urbe. 
Cum sit tarn pauper quomodof cmcue amat. 

CoDKUs> although but of a mean estate, 
Trusts more than any merchant in the city; 
For being old and blind, he hath of late 
Married a wife, young, wanton, fair, and witty. 



AD QUINTUM. 117.1.5. 

Qua UgU causa nupstt tibi Leflia, Quinte, 
Uxarem hane poteris dieere legUimam. 

Tbt lawful wife fiodr Lielia needs must be; 
For she was forc*d by law to marry thee. 

NU milt doM vimu, dieis post fata daiurum,. 
Si nou ee 9tuUu$f eei», Maro, quid cupiam, 

TO A. S. 

Rich Chremes while he lives will naught bestow 

On his poor heirs, but all at his last day. 

If he be half as wise as rich^ I trow. 

He thinks that fbr his life they seldom pray. 



<i#ii##><»ri#»i»i»#»*'^»#»»*«i*>»*'#»»* #^ 
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TO MLL POCK iCSOLABf. 

leo^wohk: of wcBhkie Still vSfioli 
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D£ PHILON£. 48. 1. 5. 

Nunquam te ceenas^e domi Pkilo jurat 4r ^c e»t, 
N6n canat fuotie§ nemo vocamt eum, 

Philo swears he ne'er eats at home a nights : 
He means^ he ^asts when no man hhu invites. 

18. 1. 19. 

You promise mountains still to me^ 
When over-night stark-drunk you be: 
But nothing you perform next day. 
Henceforth be morning drunk> I pray. 



#i»i^»^>»^ 
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AD PESSIMOS CONJUGES. 36. 1. 8. 

Cum tiiU nmHes, paresfue vita : 
Vsor pettimaf pesrimus tnarituSf 
Jliwfr nen bene conoemre vobit» 

Why do your wife and you so ill agree^ 
Since you in manners so well matched be ? 
Thou brazen-fSac'dj she impudently bold; 
Thou still dost brawl; she evermore doth scold. 
Thou seldom sober art; she often drunk ; 
Thou a whore-hunting knave; she a known punk. 
Both of you filch> both swear, and damn, and lie ; 
And both take pawns and Jewish usury. 

Not manners like make man and wife agree ; 

Their manners must both like and virtuous be. 
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A RULE FOR COURTIERS. 

Ixb that will thrive in court, must oft become. 
Against his will, both blind, and deaf, and dumb. 

ON A PAINTED COURTEZAN. 

f^HosoBVBB says thou sellest all, doth jest; 
Thou buy*st thy beauty, that sells all the rest. 



^t^^^^^^^'f*^'^^^ 



IN AULAM. 

XX BB sons rich Aula terms her lechers all. 

Whom other dames, loves, friends, and servants call. 

And sure methinks her wit 

Gives them a name more fit; 
For if all mothers them their sons do call. 
Whom they have only borne nine months in all; 
May she not call them sons with better reason. 
Whom she hath borne nine times as long a season. 
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FOR A LOOKING-GLASS. 

JLf thou be fiedr^ thy beauties beautify 
With virtuous deeds and manners answerable : 
If thou be foul, thy beauties want supply 
With a fair mind and actions commendable. 



IN ASINIUM. 

jL hou still wert wont, in earnest or in jest. 
To praise an ass, as a most worthy beast. 
Now like an ass thyself thou still commendest, 
Whats'e'er thou speakest, with thine own praise thou 
endest. 

Oh, I perceive thou praisest learnedly. 

An ass in Then and Hippothesi, 



ON A UMPING CUCKOLD. 

JL HOU evermore dost ancient poets blame. 
For feigning Venus wife to Vulcan lame. 
I blame the stars and Hymen too, that gave 
A fiair straight wife, to thee a foul lame knave : 
And naught doth ease my grief but only this. 
Thy Venus now hath got a Mars to kiss. 
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OS CRAMBO, A LOUSY SHIFTER. 

Kt want of shift since lice at first are bred. 
And after by the same increas'd and fed: 
Crambo, I muse how jaa have lioe so many; 
Since all men know yoa shift as modi as any. 



IN QUINTCM. 

QuiKTUs is burnt, and may thereof be glad ^ 
For being poor, he hath a good pretence 
At every chnrch to crave benevolence 
For one that had by fire lost all he had. 



IN SABAM. 



wVby will not Saba in a glass bdiold 
Her face, since she grew wrinkled, pale, and old? 
Doubtless, I think she doubts that u^y sight 
Like cow-tum*d lo would herself affright. 



IN AULUM . 

AULU8 gives naught, men say, though much he crave; 
Yet I can tell to whom the pox he gave. 
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ECLOGUE. 

A SHEPHERD poor^ Eubulus call'd he was^ 
(Poor now, cilas ! but erst had jolly been,) 
One pleasant mom, when as the sun did pass 
The fiery horns of ra^ng bull between. 
His little flock into a mead did bring. 
As soon as day-light did begin to spring. 

Fresh was the mead, in April* s livery dight, 

Deck'd with green trees, bedew*d with silver brooks ; 

But, ah ! all other was the shepherd's plight; 

All other were both sheep and shepherds* looks ! 
For both did shew by their dull heavy cheer. 
They took no pleasure of the pleasant year. 

He weeping went ; ah me, that he should weep I 
They hung their heads, as they to weep would learn. 
His heavy heart did send forth sighings deep -, 
They in their bleating voice did seem to yearn. 

He lean and pale, their fleece was rough and rent ; 

They pin*d with pain, and he with dolours spent. 



His pleasant pipe was broke, (alas ! the while,) 
And former merriment was banished quite. 
His shepherd^s crook, that him upheld ere while. 
He erst had thrown away with great despite. 
Tho leaning *gainst a shrub that him sustained. 
To th* earth, sun, birds, trees, echo, thus he plained. 
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Uhat though •ome ruing tomots omflow 

Wild nju^hi-resardjne streams thy pleasant green, 

' Earth 3d. Soal 4th. 
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Afid in ikv B w ifem re-wMitine fide. 
Deep voaodf do mkie and gaihcs wide: 
Vet m thev wot 
B« Plwliiu' hot. 
To con to whotfvupe dryneas i§ pmniied ; 
So Pbflebiii' beat 
Rv sootli winds wett, 
I flooo awnag-'d, and all thj wounds re cmed. 



Such heat as Phflelias hath me almost slain. 
As Phflebus heat ? ah, no, fai woise than his ; 
It is Astrea's horning hoi &dain 
That parchedhath therootof allmybfias: 
i \ That hath, alas \ my Tooth defived. 

That in my five deep woonds hath placed. 

Ah, that no heat 

Can dry the weat, ' 
The flowing weat, of my stiU weeping eyes ! 

.\h, that no went' 

Can quench the beat. 
The burning heat, within my heart that lies ! 

Thou dost, poor earth, bear many a bitter stound. 
While greedy swains, forgetting former need. 
With crooked ploughs thy tender beck do wonnd^ 
With harrow* s biiing teeth do make thee bleed. 
But earth, (so may those greedy swains 
With piteous eye behold thy pains!) 
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And with their furious force do lay full low 
Thy drowned flowers^ how ever sweet they been -, 
Soon faiH those floods, as soon they rose, 
(For fury soon his force doth lose 5) 

And then full eath 

Apollo's breath, * 
The cold, yet dr3dng north-wind, so doth warm. 

That by and by 

Thy meads be dry. 
And grow more fruitful by their former harm. 

O, would the tears, that torrent-like do flow 
Adown my hollow cheeks with restless force. 
Would once (O that they could once) calmer grow. 
Would like to thine, once cease their ceaseless course! 
Thine last not long; mine still endure : 
Thine cold, and so thy wealth procure : 
Hot mine are still. 
And so do kill 
Both flower and root, with most unkindly dew. 
What sun or wind 
Away can find. 
The root once dead, the flowers to renew } 

Thou, though the scorching heat of summer sun, 
(While ill-breath*d dog the raging lion chaseth,) 
Thy peckled flower ^ do make of colour dun. 
And pride of all thy greeny hair defeu^eth ; 
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O earthy tell me. 

When thou dost see 
Thy fruitful back with golden ears beset. 

Doth not that joy 

Kill all annoy. 
And make thee all thy former wounds forgets 

And I, if once my tired heart might gain 
The hanrest feir that to my faith is due ; 
If once I might Astrea's grace regain; 
If once her heart would on my sorrows rue : 
Alas ! I could these plaints forego. 
And quite forget my former woe. 

But O ! to speak 

My heart doth break. 
For all my service, fedth, and patient mind : 

A crop of grief. 

Without relief, 
A crop of scorn and of contempt I find. 



Soon as the shepherd's star abroad doth wend, 
(Night's harbinger,) to shut in brightsome Day; 
And gloomy Night, on whom black clouds attend. 
Doth, tyrant-like, through sky usurp the sway ; 
Thou art, poor earth, of sun deprived, 
Whose beams to thee all joy* derived : 
But when Aurore 
Doth ope her door. 
Her purple door, to let in Phoebus* wain. 
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A^'ith thai his fainting legs to shrink began. 
And let hiin siok with ghastly look to ground; 
And there he lay, as though his life were done. 
Till that his dog, seeing that wofiil stound. 
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Phoebiu, although with fieiy-hoofed steeds. 
Thou duly do the steepy Welkin beat, 
And from this painful task art never freed. 
But duly baund to lend the world thy heat; 
Though thou in fiery chariot ride. 
And burning heat thereof abide. 

Yet soon as night 

Doth dim the light. 
And hale her sable cloak through vaulted sky. 

Thy journey's ceas't. 

And thou dost rest 
In cotding waves of Tethis' sovereignty. 

Thrice happy sun, whose pains are eas'd hy night ! 
O hapless I, whose woes lost night and day ! 
My pains by day do make me wish for night; 
My woes by night do make me cry for day. 
By day I ^nnoil up and down. 
By night in seas of tears I drown : 

O painful plight ! 

O wretched night. 
Which never finds a morn of joyful light! 

O sad decay ! 

O wretched day. 
That never feels the esse of silent night ! 

Ye cfair[Hng birds, whose notes might joy my mind, 
(If to my mind one drop of joy could sink,) 
Who erst, through winter's rage were almost pin'd. 
And kept through barren &oet from meat or drink ; 
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Bare up my head^ while happy fieivour lasted^ 

Now old am grown^ 

Now overthrown 
With woe, with grief, with wuling, now am wasted. 

Your springing stalk with kindly juice doth sprout; 
My i^nting legs do waste and fall away : 
Your stretched arms are clad with leaves about; 
My grief-consumed arms do fast decay. 
You *gin again your tops lift up -, 
I down to earth- ward *gin to stoop. 
Each bough and twig 
Doth wax so big. 
That scarce the rind is able it to hide : 
I do so ftdnt. 
And pine with plaint. 
That slops and hose, and galage, wax too wide. 



Echo how well may she, that makes me moan. 
By thy example learn to rue my pain ! 
Thou hear*st my plaints when-as I wail alone. 
And wailing accents answerest again. 
When as my breast through grief I beat. 
That wofiil sound thou dost repeat. 

When as I sob. 

And heartly throb, 
A doleful sobbing sound again thou sendest : 

And when I weep. 

And sigh full deep, 
A weepy, sighing voice again thou lendest. 



i 
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With piteous howling, kissing, and with scraping. 
Brought him again from that sweet-sour escaping. 

« 

Then *gan his tears so swiftly for to flow. 
As forc'd his eyelids for to give them way -, 
Then blustering sighs too boisterously *gan blow. 
As his weak lips could not his fury stay 3 
And inward grief with all so hugely sweird. 
As tears, sighs, grief, had soon all words expeU*d. 

At last, when floods of tears began to cease. 
And storms of weary sighs more calm to blow ; 
As he went on with words his grief to case. 
And remnant of his broken plaint to show : 

He spied the sky overspread with nightly clouds: 
So home he went, his flock and him to shroud. 

Evbuius kit Emblem. 
UNI MIHI PERGAMA RESTANT. 
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A PO£M. 

Wutv I to you of all my woes complain, 
Which you make me endure without release; 
With scornful smiles you answer me again. 
That lovers true must bear and hold their peace. 
Dear, I will bear, and hold my peace, if you 
Will h(dd your peace, and bear what I shall do. 



END OF THE POEMS OF FRANCIS DAVISON. 
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X All £§ chv £m:c, and creat thj wh's perfectiao. 
So f^, 2l^, w hanl to be cxprest. 
That if mj tired pen shookl nerer rest. 
It should DOC blaze thj worth, bat my aiectioD; 

Yet, let me say, the Muses make ekctioa 
Of your pure mind, there to erect their nest; 
And that your face is such a flint-hard breast, 
Hy force thereof, without force feels subjection. 
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A« ite » fisr. » 6ttyU I; 

My serriee fbe, ber grace I merit; 
tier beBKTT doch ibt love inkerit. 
B«x Grwe tbe dock deor. 
O. kaowi fke ftoc bow mack I kite: 
Or dock kaowkdce in kcr nove 

Noffsul neaione? 
For tke nOt tkereof niiiC lie 

rpoB oce of tkcae, of fcrce. 
Her 



\* ftke if hir, to crvd ske. 

I fo« true kfre, but nap dbdunin^ 

Her pieMore spriogetk from mj painiiig, 

lilluck pitj's source akould be. 

Too wtU «be knoirs bow mucb I love» 

Yet dock knowledge m ber more 

No smaU remorse. 
Tben tbe guilt tbereof most be 
Her undeserved cmeltT. 

.\i she ii hir, so were sbe kind : 
Or bein^ cruel, could I waver, 
SooD should I eitber w^ ber favour. 
Or a new mistress find. 



POEMS 



WALTER DAVISON. 



HE DEMANDS PARDON FOR LOOKING, LOVING, 
AND WRITING. 



I not, sweet Saint, let not these lines 

offend you; 
or yet the measage that these lines 

impart: 
he meflSBge my unErigned lore doth 
send yon. 
Love, which youraelf hath planted in my heart; 
For being chann'd by the bewiCcbing art 

Of those inveighling graces which attend you. 
Love's holy fire makes me breatbp out in' part. 
The never-dying flames my breast doth lend you. 
Tbenif my lines offend, let liove be blamed; 
' And if my love displease, accuse mine ey^; 
If mine eyes sin, their sins cause only lies 
On your bright eyes, which have my heart inflamed; 
Since eyes, love, lines, err then by your direction, * 

Eixcuse mine eyes, my lines, and my affection. 
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SONNET II, 


LOVE IN JUSTICE PUNISHABLE ONLY WITH UKE 


LOVE. 


JDuT if my lines may not be held excused. 


Nor yet my love find favour in your^yes; 


But that your eyes as judges shall be used. 


Even of the fieiult which from themselves doth rise: 


Yet this my humble suit do not despise ; 


Liet me be judged as I stand accused^ 


If but my fault my doom do equalize. 


Whatever it be, it shall not be refused. 


And since my love already is expressed. 


And that I cannot stand upon denial. 


I freely put myself upon my trial; 


Let Justice judge me os I have confessed -, 


For if my doom in Justice* scales be weigh'd. 


With equal love my love must be repaid. 


SONNET III. 


He call* his ears, eyes, and heart, as witnesses of her sweet voice. 


beauty, and inward virtuous perfections. 


Jb AIR is thy face, and great thy wit*s perfection. 


So fair, alas, so hard to b^ exprest. 


^ That if my tired pen should never rest. 


It should not blaze thy worth, but my affection ; 


Yet, let me say, the Muses aiake election 


Of your pure mind, there to erect their nest; 


And that your face is such a flint-hard breast. 


By force thereof, without force feels subjection. 

• 


—  —-  
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Witness mine ear, ravished when you it hears j 
Witness mine eyes, ravish'd when you they see 3 
Beauty and virtue, witness eyes and ears. 
In you, sweet Saint, have equal sovereignty. 
But if nor eyes nor ears can prove it true. 
Witness my heart, there's none that equals you; 
How they make my poor heart at once to dwell 
In fire and frost, in heaven and in hell. 



SONNET IV. 
PRAISE OF HER EYES EXCELLING ALL COMPARISONS. 

X BEND my wit, but wit cannot devise 

Words fit to blaze the worth, your eyes contains ; 

Whose nameless worth their worthless name disdains. 

For they in worth exceed the name of eyes. 
£yes they be not^ but worlds, in which there lies 

More bliss than this wide world besides contains. 

Worlds they be not; but stars, whose influence 

Over my life and life's felicities. 
Stars they be not; but suns, whose presence drives 

Darkness from Night, and doth bright Day impart. 

Suns they be not, which outward heat derives; 

But these do inwardly infiapae my heart. 
Since then in earth nor heaven they equalled are, 
I must confess they be beyond compare. 
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TUt xnckline van tktt don mjckeeks hmm tkmrd, 

Mt krre hath oAcd ibotred: 

Vet fttin oiikifid I protv her: 
Heart, kt her go, for naogkl I do cu move her. 

.Say, fthallfthego? 

Ob DO, DO, DO, DO, DO; 

Though floe she hatet , I canooc choose hot love her. 

But fhall I still a true affection owe her. 

Which prayers, sighs, tears, do shew her -, 
And shall she still disdain me > 
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But neither out^ alas, may be. 
Scorn in her, and love in me. 

So fixed are. 
Yet in whom most blame doth lie. 

Judge she may, if she compare 
My love unto her cruelty. 
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SONNET V. 



CONT£NTION OF LOVE AND REASON FOR HIS HEART. 

xIeason and Love lately at strife contended. 
Whose right it was to have my mind's protection. 
Reason on his side Nature's will pretended^ 
Love's title was my Mistress' rare perfection. 

Of power to end this strife, each makes election: 
Reason's pretence discoursive thoughts defended. 
But Love soon brought those thoughts into subjection. 
By Beauty's troops, which on my saint depended; 

Yet since to rule the mind was Reason's duty. 
On this condition it by Love was render'd: 

That endless praise by Reason should be tender'd. 
As a due tribute to her conquering beauty. 

Reason was pleas'd withal, and to Love's royalty 

He pledg'd my heart, as hostage for his loyalty. 
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Hearty let ber go, if they no grace can gain me. 

Say, shall she go ? 

Oh no, no, no, no, no^ 
She made me her's, and her*s she will retain me. 

But if the love that hath, and still doth burn me, 

« 

No love at length return me , 

Out of my thoughts Til set her : 
Heart, let her go; oh heart! I'pray thee let her. 

Say, shall she go ? 

Oh no, no, no, no, no; 
Fix'd in the heart, how can the heart forget her? 

But if I weep and sigh, and of ten waU me. 

Till tears, sighs, prayers, fail me. 

Shall yet my love persever ? 
Heart, let her go, if she will right thee never. 

Say, shall she go } 

Oh no, no, no, no, no; 
Tears, sighs, prayers fail, but true love lasteth ever. 
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SONNET IX. 
HIS SIGHS AND T£ARS ARE BOOTLESS. 

X HAVE entreated, and I have complained; 
I have disprais*d, and praise I likewise' gave: 
All means to win her grace I tried have; 
And still I love, and still I am disdained. 

So long I have my tongue and pen constrained. 
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To praise^ dispraise, complain, and pity crave. 
That now nor tongue, nor pen, to me her slave 
Remains, whereby her grace may be obtained. 

Yet you, my sighs, may purchase me reliefj 
And ye, my tears, her rocky heart may move : 
Therefore, my sighs, sigh in her ear my grief; 
And in her heart my tears imprint my love. 

But cease, vain sighs; cease, cease, ye fruitless tears! 

Tears cannot pierce her heart; nor sighs her ears. 
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SONNET X. 
HER BEAUTY MAKES HIM LOVE EVEN IN DESPAIR. 

fY OUNDED with grief, I weep, and sigh, and plain; 
Yet neither plaints, nor sighs, nor tears, do good; 
But all in vain I strive against the flood. 

Gaining but grief for grief, and pain for pain. 
Yet though in vain my tears my cheeks distain. 

Leaving engraven sorrow where they stood; 

And though my sighs consuming up my blood. 

For love deserv'd, reap undeserv*d disdain; 
And though in vain I know I beg remorse 

At your remorseless heart, more hard than steel; 

Yet such, alas, such is your beauty's force. 

Charming my sense, that though this hell I feel. 
Though neither plaints, nor sighs, nor tears can move 

you. 
Yet must I still persist ever to love you. 
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SONNET XI. 
WHY HER UPS YIELD HIM NO WORDS OF COMFORT. 

Oft do I plain > find she my plaints doth read^ 
Which in black colours do paint forth my woe^ 

** So that of force she must my sorrow knowj 
And know for her disdain my heart doth bleed : 

And knowledge must of force some pity breed. 
Which makes me hope she will some favour show. 
And from her sugared lips cause comfort flow 

Into mine ears, my heart with joy to feed ; 

Yet though she reads, and reading knows my grief. 
And knowledge moves her pity my distress^ 
Yet do her lips, sweet lips, yield no relief. 
Much do I muse, but find no cause but this. 

That in her lips, her heavenly lips, that bliss thern^ 

Her words, loath thence to part, stay there to kiss them. 
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SONNET XII. 

COMPARISON OF HIS HEART TO A TEMPEST-BEATEN 

SHIP. 

JLiiKE a sea-tossed bark with tackling spent. 
And stars obscur'd his watry journey's guide, 
By loud tempestuous winds and raging tide. 
From wave to wave with dreadful fury sentj 
Fares my poor heart, my heart-strings being rent. 
And quite disabled your fierce wrath to bide, 
Since your fair eyes my stars themselves do hide. 
Clouding their light in frowns and discontent : 






_ftur, 

. Bor i<et would misBy 
Hire, 
f iromid gire,) 



« sir ban'ff cBianeiiii^ look, 
I hkJt ft ssKsdjKf bcid. vw dAT'd lad took> 
It lt» Ti:r zz. ?cr viL to hue cc kne: 
F;r Narrrv » iz±atatt oor will doch more : 
Azc k*«v ctf* ti.aati. Nimre huh iniMtH 
U. iffu^ cf ZDfs. vbea fint ther mre ciotfied. 
F:r e eti s» nrcrs to the omn ran, 
Kri-riL.'^ bac^L firoin « hence tber first began; 
Or •» tiie fk% &boat the earth doth wheel. 
Or cidd^- air like to a dnukard red: 
Ni wi:h the coarse of Nature doth agree. 
That e%e«. which beauty's adamant do see, 
>hould on affection's line trembling remain, 
Tme-subjecl-like, ejeing their sovereign. 



If of mine eyes you also could bereave me. 
As vou alreaily of my heart deceive mej 
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^ It §eem» m if the 3d ttansa ought to have ended with this couplet. 
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2 

For* when mine eyes impartially are fixed 
On thy rose cheeks^ with lillies intermixed^ 
And on thy forehead like a cloud of snow. 
From under which thine eyes like suns do 8how> 
And all those parts, which curiously do meet 
*Twixt thy large spreading hair and pretty feet; 
Yet looking on them all^ discern no one 
That owes not homage unto Cupid* s throne. 
Then Chastity (methinks) no claim should lay 
To this fair palm, under Love's scepter's sway; 
For only to the Queen of amorous pleasure 
Belongs thy beauty's tributary treasure ; 
(Treasure, which doth more than those riches please^ 
For which men plough long furrows in the seas.) 
If you were wrinkled, old, or Nature's scorn. 
Or time your beauty's colours had out-worn; 
Or wer6 you mued up from gazing eyes. 
Like to a cloister'd nun, which, living, dies ; 

* 

Then might you wait on Chastity's pale Queen, 
Not being fair, or being fair, not seen. 



* The whole of this leaf is omitted in the Sd and 4th editions : it 
appears almost certain from the stanzas being numbered -6 in the 
first instance, in the stead of 1, in the ad edition, that that was 
printed from an imperfect copy; and the 4th, which omits any 
numbers to the stanzas, bnt copies the lines as inserted in the 
Sd edition, must have been printed from that without collation. 

J. H. 
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Or could shut up my ravish'd ears, through which 
You likewise did my* enchanted heart bewitch; 
Or had in absence both these ills combin*d> 
(For by your absence I am deaf and blind. 
And neither ears nor eyes in aught delight, 
But in your charming speech and gracious sight j) 
To root out love all means you can invent. 
Were all but labour lost, and time ill spent; 
For as the sparks being spent with fire procure. 
The fire doth brightly burning still endure; 
Through absence so your sparkling eyes remove, 
My heart still bums in endless flames of love. 



Then strive not 'gainst the stream to none efiPect; 
But let due love yield love a due respect: 
Nor seek to ruin what yourself begun. 
Or loose a knot that cannot be undone ; 
But unto Cupid's bent conform your will; 
For will you, nill you, I must love you still : 
But if your will did swim with reason's tide. 
Or followed Nature's never-erring guide. 
It cannot choose but bring you unto this. 
To tender that which by you gotten is. 
Why were you fair to be besought of many. 
If you live chaste not to be won of any } 
For if that Nature love to Beauty offers. 
And Beauty shun the love that Nature proflPers ; 
Then, either unjust Beauty is to blame. 
With scorn to quench a lawful-kindled flame ; 
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Or else unlawfully if love we must^ 

And be unlov^d^ then Nature is unjust. 

Unjustly then Nature hath hearts created. 

There to love most, where most their love is hated. 

And flattering them with a fair seeming ill. 

To poison them with Beauty's sugar'd pill. 



Think you that Beauty's admirable worth 
Was to no end, or idle end brought forth? 
No, no : from Nature never deed did pass. 
But it by Wisdom's hand subscribed was. 
But you in vain are fiiir, if fair, not viewed; 
Or being seen, men's hearts be not subdued^ 
Or making each man's heart your beauty's thrall. 
You be enjoyed of no one at alL 
For as the lion's strength to seize his prey. 
And fearful hare's light foot to run away. 
Are as an idle talent but abused. 
And fruitless had, if had, they be not used: 
So you in vain have beauty's bonds to shew. 
By which men's eyes engaged hearts do owe. 
If time shall cancel them before you gain, 
Th' indebted tribute to your beauty's reign. 

8 

But if (these reasons being vainly spent) 
You fight it out to the last argument. 
Tell me but how one body can enclose. 
As loving friends, two deadly-hating foes ! 
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But when, as contraries are mix*d together. 
The colour made doth di£fer much from either^ 
Whilst mutually at strife they do impeach 
The gloss and lustre proper unto each : 
So, where one body jointly doth invest 
An angeVs face and cruel tiger*s breast. 
There dieth both allegiance and command; 
For self-divided kingdoms cannot stand; 
But as a child that knows not what is what. 
Now craveth this, and now affecteth that. 
And having weighs not that which he requires. 
But is unpleas'd, even in his pleased desires; 
Chaste Beauty so both will, and will not have 
The sel&ame thing 4t childishly doth crave; 
And wanton-like, now love, now hate affecteth; 
And love or hate obtained as fast neglecteth. 



So (like the web Penelope did weave. 
Which made by day, she did at night unwreave,) 
Fruitless affection's endless thread is spun; 
At once self-instant twisted, and undone. 
Nor yet is this chaste Beauty's greatest ill; 
For where it speaketh fair, it there doth kUl. 
A marble heart under an amorous look 
Is of a flattering bait the murdering hook ; 
For from a lady's shining-frowning eyes. 
Death's sable dart^ and Cupid's arrow flies. 



^ir 
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ji R m t mdr i mjf im iMwrfetf Rkfwtet, ieiwtem the iwfrirmdkf lUvmb, 
Sirepktt mmd KimimSf im ike f rt s emee tf Urmmim^ 
Miatrtis im iktm ktk. 

Strephon. 

O wHiTHEB fthall I turn me. 

From thine eyes* sight. 

Whose sparkling light, 
Wnh quenchless flames, present and absent^ bum me? 

For I bum when-as I view them. 

And I bum when I eschew them. 

Klaims. 

Since I cannot eschew them. 

But that their light 

I5 in my sight, 
Bi^h when I %-iew them not, and when I view them^ 

Err ihetr flames will cease to bum me. 

From mvsdf mvself must torn me. 

Ulfeen none are present by yon, 

I feel their might. 

And your eyes bright 
Appear otore giorioos, others being nigh you : 

S> akxie. or el^ compared. 

Wretch. 1 am bv them ensnared. 
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My fruitless prayers shall cease in vain to move her; 
But my devoted heart ne'er cease to love*^ her. 



SONNET XIV. 
HE DESIRES LEAVE TO WRITE OF HIS LOVE. 

JM.UST my devoted heart desist to love her? 
No : love I may^ but I may not confess it* 
What harder thing than love^ and yet depress it ? 
Love most conceaVd doth most itself discover. 
Had I no pen to shew that I approve hei; 

Were I tongue-tied^ that I might not address it> 
In plaints and prayers unfained to express it^ 
Yet could I not my deep affection cover. 
Had I no pen« my very tears would shew it^ 
Which write my true affection in my face. 

Were I tongue-tied^ my sighs would make her know it^ 
Which witness that I grieve at my disgrace. 
Since^ then^ though sUent^ I my love discover^ 
O let my pen have leave to say, I love her ! 

* Move, 9d. 



r 
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A Roundelay in inverted Rhymes, between the twofiiendhf Rivals, 

Sirephon and Klaius, in the presence of Urania, 

Mistress to them both. 

Sirephon. 

\J WHITHER shall I turn me. 

From thine eyes* sights 

Whose sparkling light. 
With quenchless flames, present and absent, burn me? 

For I bum when-as I view them. 

And I burn when I eschew them. 

Klaius. 

Since I cannot eschew them. 

But that their light 

Is in my sights 
Both when I view them not, and when I view them^ 

Ere their flames will cease to bum me. 

From myself myself must turn me. 



Strephon. 

When none are present by you, 

I feel their might. 

And your eyes bright 
Appear more glorious, others being nigh you : 

So alone, or else compared. 

Wretch, I am by them ensnared. 
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Klaius, 

Since that I am ensnared 

By your eyes bright. 

And feel their might; 
Whether alone they be, or else compared. 

Wheresoever I am nigh you, 

Love I must, if I be by you. 

Strephon. 

When you look kindly on me. 

They love incite^ 

And ispite of spite, 
I love them likewise, when you frown upon me: 

So^ however your looks are framed. 

By your looks I am inflamed. 

Klaiw, 

Since that I am inflapned. 

E'en by their spite; 

And they incite 
Soul-warming flames when they are mildly framed; 

Howdoe*er you look upon me. 

Love I must^ if you look on me. 

Strephon. 

O, when shall I them banish. 

Since against right. 

Nor day nor night, 
Thqjigh absent from me, from me they do vanish ? 
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QuidplumMlaiiauf Puiiiu. QaUfulBtref fenSut. 
QuUvnlt! MtUtr. t^MUmmUtnt JfiUi. 

TBANSLATBD THUS. 

Dust is lighter than a feather, 
And the wind more light than dther : 
But B Woman's fickle mind 
More than feather, dust, or wind. 

W. D. 




PSALMS 
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No, Muse, to Jehovah now 
We do vow 
Hymns of praise, psalms of 
By whose only grace and power. 

At this hour, 
I do breathe among the living ! 



Hymns, which in the Hebrew tongue 

First were sung 
By Israel's sweet and royal Singer, 
Whose rich harp the heavenly quire 

Did desire 
To hear touch'd with his sweet finger. 

To which the Orbs celestial. 
Joining all; 
Made all parts so fully sounding. 
As no thought, till earth we leave. 

Can conceive 
Aught with pleasure so abounding. 



Sacred triple Majesty, 
One in three, 
Grant, O grant uie this desire. 
When my soul, of body frail 

Leaves the gaol. 
Let it sing in this blest quire I 



$S)aiLi)fti^< 



BT 



FRANCIS DAVISON, 



AND 



&]^ri0to9J^tr Haliftfon. 



PSALM I. (*Mfi»Uiei.) 

BT rRANCIS DAVISON. 



2. But makes God's law his sweet delight^ 
His solace^ and his chiefest pleasure 5 
And thereon thinking day and nighty 
Accounts those thoughts his dearest treasure. 

3. Like as a tree that hath his seat 
Near where some crystal river slideth^ 
Still green in summer's parching heat> 
And winter's pinching cold abideth. 

And never mocks his hopeful Lord 
With fruitless blossoms^ fiedrly blowing; 
But bounteously doth still afford 
Rich crops of fruity in due time growing. 




Ill 



Slorc :s£kaia ikr fiuT end. 
Lore, e 



i. But fer {liiT, ftnr lad mt, 

Frawu t«liD cf beahli O «cad v 

RaikM. bcahhlcM i^lit; 
SicLmm. my jwiths 
AmI mv bkud ud ounow cadung, 

Lcsf c* me lu ro g thki qnic 

3. Neither «i« my p«i» lo b 
But my Kwl i* worte o 

And more deadly ill. 
How loot; iball I be outcried? 
flow loo^ from thy Mght rqccted! 

StUl, Jebovab, •till' 
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4. Lord^ serene thine eyes o*er-clouded ; 
Let my trembling soul be shrouded 

From eternal death : 
Into mirth change thou my passion ; 
Let me yet of thy compassion 

Draw this vital breath ! • 

5. Draw this breathy for they do never 
Think on thee^ when Death doth sever 

From this too-loved light ! 
In the silent grave who raises 
Voice^ or harp, to sound thy praises^ 

Sleeping in Death's night? 

6. I with sighs and sobs am tired. 
Spending not in sleep desired 

Black night's hours of rest $ 
But mine eyes, my life's juice spending. 
Drown with showers of tears, ne'er ending. 

My oft-tumbled nest. 

7. Grown a stranger to all gladness. 
My face with consuming sadness. 

Withered is and dried. 
In my youth I am grown aged 3 
My foes, with wrongs ne'er assuaged. 

My head grey have made. 



8. But hence, workers of my evils. 
Men in shew, in practice devils. 
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Hence^ away, depart; 
For the Lord hath heard with pity 
The sigh-broken, tear-steep*d ditty 

Of my vexed heart ! 

9. Heard ? yea, heard with acceptation 
My most humble deprecation, 

, And hath view'd my tears -, 
He heard me, when I complained 
Unto him with heart unfeigned -, 
And hath cheered my fears. 

10. O, my foes, for fear then tremble ; 
Blood in your pale cheeks assemble. 

Pale with guiltiness : 
Turn your coward backs, faint-hearted. 
With deserved shame subverted 
In all wretchedness. 



PSALM XIII. 

BT rRANCIS DAVISON. 



Umae quo Domiue, fv. 

1. Ajord, how long, how long wilt thou 
Quite forget, and quite neglect me? 
How long, with a frowning brow 
Wilt thou from thy sight reject me? 
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« 

2. How long shall I seek a way 


Forth this maze of thoughts perplexed^ 


Where my grieved mind night and day 


Is with thinking tired and vexed ? 


How long shall my scornful foe^ 


On my fall his greatness placing. 


Build upon my overthrow. 


And be graced by my disgracing? 


3. Hear, O Lord and Grod, my cries. 


Mark my foes* unjust abusing 3 


And illuminate mine eyes. 


Heavenly beams in them infusing. 


Lest my woes, too great to bear. 


And too infinite to number. 


Rock me soon 'twixt hope and fear. 


Into Death's eternal slumber. . 


4. Lest my foes their boasting make. 


Spite of right, on him we trample. 


And a pride in mischief take. 


Hearten'd by my sad example. 


5. As for me. 111 ride secure 


At thy mercy*s sacred anchor. 


And undaunted will endure 


Fiercest storms of wrong and rancour. 


6. These black clouds will over-blow 3 


Sunshine shall have his returning ^ 
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And my grief-cluird hearty I know^ 
Into mirth shall change hb mourning. 
Therefore Til rejoice, and sing 
Hymns to God^ in sacred measure^ 
Who^ to happy pass will bring. 
My just hopes at his good pleasure. 



PSALM XV. 



BY CHB. DAVISON. 



Domime, 91M kabitmbiif 

1 . JLioRD, in thy house who shall for ever bide ? 
To whom shall rest in sacred mount betide ? 

2. Even unto him that leads a life unstained) 

Doth good, and speaks the truth from heart unfeigned. 

3. Who with his tongue deceit hath never us*d. 
Nor neighbour hurt, nor slandered, nor accus'd^ 

4. Who loving good men, is from bad estranged -, 
Who keeps his word, though to his loss, unchanged. 



5. To usury who hath no money lent; 
Nor taken bribes against the innocent. 
Who in this course doth constantly persever. 
In holy hill, unmov'd, shall dwell for ever. 



•» 



FSAUf zxni. 



BT FKANCIS DATISON. 



1. VToD^ who tlie universe doth hold 

In his fbldj 
Is my shepherd, kind and heedful; 
Is my shepherd, and doth keep 

Me, hts sheep. 
Still supplied with all things needful. 

2. He feeds me in fields, which been 

Fresh and green. 
Mottled with spring*s flowery painting. 
Through which creep, with murmuring crooks, 

Crystal brooks , 
To refresh my spirits fainting. 

3. When my soul from Heaven's way 

Went astray. 
With Earth^s vanities seduced, 
For his namesake, kindly He, 

Wandering-me 
To his holy fold reduced. 

4. Yea, though I stray through Death's vale. 

Where his pale 
Shades did on each side enfold me. 



 



• 



t i 



ii»e for guide 
^tadilbide; 
For tkv fod and ttaM uphold me. 



^ 1 BOS sv Dooifi wiik meMes large 
Dtec flnrcharge> 
31 5 bDvb foD of viae thoo poarest. 



■tv kead tkoB thowefcrt. 



dwci tin* bomiteoiis grace 
For a space, 

nor boaod nor measure : 
T9, to mw tife'f end, 
I fhaii spend 
la iky courts vith keaYcz&ly pleasure. 



B«tk 
Somv 



PSALM XXUI. fmliUr.J 



»T nUUECIS DATISOX. 



1. (jriiAT Jeho%'ah deigns 
i^lth a shepherd's pains 
Carefully to keep 
Me, his silly sheep : 

And if he do tend me. 
How can want offend me ? 



!= 
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9. He a-feeding leads 

Me through flowery meads. 
Where a silver spring. 
Gently murmuring. 

Doth refresh mine anguish. 
When with thirst I langubh. 

3. When I roamed in 
Blind by-paths of sin. 
My good shepherd then 
Brought me back again. 

For his name-sake solely. 
To his sheep-fold holy. 

4. Yea, through Death's sad vale. 
Full of shadows pale. 

If my walk should lie. 
So my guide were by. 

Horror should not fray me ; 

Death should not dismay me. 
For my guide, my Grod, 
Thy sheep- hook, and rod. 
Do my Mling stay. 
And direct my way. 



5. Thou dost charge my table 
With meats delectable. 
Thou a balmy shower 
On my head dost pour. 
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Thou my cup dost fill 

With pure nectar still , 
While such as envy it^ 
Eat their hearts to spy it. 

6. Nor shall I^ I know^ 

£*er this bliss forego; 

For, O Lord, I find 

Thee so good, so kind. 

Thy love so well grounded. 
Thy grace so unbounded. 

As I shall always 

Spend my mortal days. 

Tasting joys divine 

In this House of thine, 

Heaven*s true joys attending. 
Free from change, or ending. 



.■»ii» » »ii».i»i» » i»ii» » »ii>i 



PSALM XXIIl. 



BY FRANCIS DAVISON. 



To St. Bernard's Cwr nmmjtut milUat, ^. 

1. X HE Lord my pastor is ; he tends me heedfuUy ; 
He still supplies my wants with all things needfully; 

2. In fields he pastures me, clad with amenity; 
Through which a silver brook slideth with lenity. 
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3. Through bushy labyrinths roaming audaciously^ 
Ready to lose my step^ my shepherd gpraciously^ 
For his name*s glory's sake eftsoons reduced me 
Unto his holy fold^ whence sin seduced me. 

4. Yea^ through Death^s vallies^ a frightful obscurity. 
If I should walk, I should walk in security. 

If thou dost guard me 5 for in tribulation 
Thy rod and sheep-hook are my consolation. 

5. Before mine enemies, enviously vicious. 

Thou hast prepared my board with meats delicious } 
With sweetly-smelling balms my head thou drowned 

hast. 
With sweetly-tasting wine my bowU thou crowned 

hast. 



Q, Thy love I need not doubt, and thy gratuity 
Shall me accompany to perpetuity. 
So in this house I shall, O blessed condition ! 
Of heaven's endless joys here taste fruition. 
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PSALM XXX. 

BY FBAlfCIt DATISOir. 

1. J^oRD, to thee while I am livings 
Will I sing hymns of thanksgiving; 

For thou hast drawn me fhun a golph of woes^ 
So that my foes 
Do not deride me. 

2. When thine aid^'Lord^ I implored^ 
Then by thee was I restored; 

My mournful heart with joy thou straight didst fill^ 
So that none ill * 
Doth now betide me. 

3. My soul« grievously distressed^ 
And with death well nigfa oppressed. 

From death's devouring jaws. Lord, thou didst save. 
And from the grave 
My soul deliver. 

4. O, all ye that e*er had savour 
Of God*s everlasting favour. 

Come, come, and help me grateful praises sing 
To the world's King 
And my Life*s-giver. 

5. For his anger never lasteth. 
And his favour never wasteth; 
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Though sadness be thy guest in sullen night. 
The cheerful light 
Will cheerful make thee. 

;. LuU'il asleep with charmibg pleasures. 

And base earthly lading treasures. 
Rest, peaceful soul, sud I, iu happy slattt. 
No storms of fate 
Shall ever shake thee. 

For Jehovah's grace niibounded 
Hath my greatness surely founded; 
And hath my state as strongly fortiSed 
On rfvery side. 
As rocky mountains. 
But away his face God turned ; 
1 was troubled then, and mourned. 

Then thus I pour'd forth prayers and doleful ci 
With weeping eyes. 
Like watery fountains. 

In my blood there is no profit. 

If I die, what good comes of it ? 

Shall rotten bones, or senseless dust,, express. 

Thy thankfulness. 

And works of wonder ? 

O, then hear me, prayers forth pouring 
Drown'd in tears, from moist eyes show'ri 




Have mercy^ Lord^ on me; my burthen ease. 
If thee it please, ' 
Which I grcMm under. 

11. Thus prayed I, and God soon after 

Changed my mourning into laughter. 
Mine ashy sackdoth^ mark of mine annoy. 
To robes of joy 
£ft80ons he turned. 

18. Therefore harp and voice, cease never. 

But sing sacred ]ajB for ever 
To great Jehovah, mounted on the skies. 
Who dried mine eyes 
When as I mourned. 



Hi » »i»ii»i<ii»i<.»i^m»^PH-»^ ■»■»■»■>■>■>■»■»■ 



PSALM LXXIIl. 



BT FRAMCIS DAVISON. 



1. CyALM thy tempestuous thoughts, my mind! 
Leave mutinying, and rest secure. 
That God, being goodness-self, is kind,. 
And kind will still endure. 
To them whose hearts are pure. 
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2. Without the staff of heavenly grace^ . 
How prone to fall is feeble man ! 

My feet tript in my heedless race. 
And so to slide began. 
As I could hardly stand. 

3. When I saw fools advanced so high. 

As dazzling height did make them mad. 
And grieving saw with envious eye. 
That they who were most bad, 
Most happy fortunes had. 

4. For their lives-thread so well is spun. 
And with good fortunes so well wound. 
As life's and fortune's web doth run 

From end to end so sound. 
As knot, nor break is found. 

5. From sweating toil, and eating care. 
The wreck of body, rack of mind. 
Of other mortals, free they are 3 

A privilege they find. 
Of woe to taste no kind. 
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PSALM LXXIX. 

BT rRANCIt DAVlfOlf. 

1. O God, into thine once dear heritage 

The heathen have broke^ and there their barbarouB 

rage 

Have executed. 
Rude heaps th* have made great Salein*8 frame: 
The sacred temple of thy glorious name 

They have polluted. 

2. To ravenous fowb and savage beasts to eat, * 
Those men, most inhumane have thrown for meat. 

Meat execrable. 
The reverend bodies of thy servants dead. 
And mangled saints, in numbers butchered 

Innumerable. 

3. Their swords, whose thirst caimot be quench*d with 

blood. 
So much have shed, that many a crimson flood 

Flows through the city 5 
And to give turfy tombs unto the slain. 
Our friends for fear, our foes for spite refrain. 

Devoid of pity. 



4. Our neighbours, who behold with envious eyes 
Our happiness, now in our miseries 
Triumph, and flout us 3 
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And on our burthen of heart-breaking woes^ 
The heavy weight of scorn is Isdd^ by those 
That dwell about us. 

5. Lord^ shall no time give limits to thine ire? 
Shall thy ierce rage, like all-devouring fire, . 

Still bum, enraged ? 
Can streams of blood ? Can our eyes* briny showers ? 
Can low-laid ruins of our lofty towers 

No whit assuage it? 

6. Lord, let the heathen of thy cup of wrath. 
Whereof too deeply Sion tasted hath. 

Now drink like measure. 
Those impious men-beasts, that did never call 
On thy great name for grace, nor fear at all 

Thy just displeasure. 

7. Let us Qow end our doleful tragedy. 

Let them act scenes, while we spectators be. 

Like lamentable. 
Them, them that ruin'd Judah, Judah late 
So rich, so peopled, now so desolate. 

So miserable. 

8. The roll of all our now repented crimes. 
Raze out of thy records : haste, haste betimes, 

O haste to aid us ; 



as 
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In their sin-harden'd bosom all the shame^ 
Wherewith they sought to black thy glorious name. 
Seven times redouble. 

13. So we thy chosen people, we thy sheep. 

Whom thou from wolvish foes dost safely keep. 

Though often straying. 
Deserved thanks will give to thy great name. 
To all the earth, and air, all thy feime 

And praise displaying. 



'■►•ii^i' 
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PSALM LXXXVI. 



BY FRANCIS DAVISON. 



1. X o mine humble supplication. 
Lord, give ear and acceptation : 
Hear me now, so weak, so poor. 
That, ah, ] can bear no more. 



2. Save my soul which thou didst cherish 
Until now, now like to perish. 

Save thy servant, that hath none 
Help, nor hope, but thee alone. 

3. After thy sweet wonted fashion. 
Shower down mercy and compassion 
On me, sinful wretch, that cry 
Unto thee uncessantly. 
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4. Send, O send relieving gladness 
To my soul, opprest with sadness ; 
Which from clog of earth set free, 
Wing*d with zeal flies up to thee. 

5. To thee, rich in mercy *8 treasure. 
And in goodness without measure, 
Never-fEuling help to those 

Who on thy sure help repose. 

6. Let thine ears, which long have tarried. 
Barred up, be now unbarred. 

That my cries may entrance gain. 
And being enter*d, grace obtain. 

7. As I have, so will I ever 

In my stormy times persever 
Unto thee to pray and cry. 
For thou hear*st me instantly. 

8. No God else is comparable 
Unto thee j none else is able 
Once to counterfeit but one 

Of the works which thou hast done. 

9. Nations all thy hands did fashion. 
And of this round globe each nation 
With bow*d knees shall come before 
Thee, and thy great name adore. 
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10. For thou> darter of dread thunders^ 
Thou art great, and workest wonders : 
Other gods are wood and stone. 
Thou the living Crod alone. 

11. Heavenly tutor, of thy kindness 
Teach my dulness, guide my blindness. 
That my steps thy paths may tread. 
Which to endless bliss do lead. 

In knots, to be loosed never. 
Knit my heart to thee for ever. 
That I to thy name may bear 
Fearful love, and loving fear. 

12. Lord, my God, thou shalt be praised. 
With my heart to heaven raised. 
And whilst I have breath to live. 
Thanks to thee my breath shall give. 

13. For when justice I deserved. 
Thy sweet mercy me preserved. 
Rescuing me from Death's sharp claws. 
And the grave's aU-swallowing jaws. 

14. Mighty men, with malice endless. 
Band against me helpless, friendless, 
Usmg, without fear of thee. 

Force and fraud to ruin me. 
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15. But thy might their malice passes^ 
And thy grace thy might surpasses; 
Swift to mercy, slow to wrath. 
Bound nor end thy goodness hath. 

16. Thy kind look no more deny me. 
But with eyes of mercy eye me; 
O give me, thy slave, at length 
Easing aid, or bearing strength. 



17. And some gracious token shew me. 

That my foes, that watch t* overthrow me. 
May be *sham*d, and vex'd to see 
Thee, to help and comfort me. 



-* 
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PSALM CXXV. 



BY CHB. DAVISON. 



' X HEY that their faith's foundation lay 
On God the Lord, unmov*d shall stand, 
Like Sion*s Hill, which by time's hand 
Can never be brought to decay. 

2. As mountains great on every side 
Engirdle fair Jerusalem, 
So will the Lord be unto them. 
That pure and upright do abide. 



I 
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3. For though it sometimes pleaseth God 
T* afflict the righteous^ he will not 
Let it be evermore their lot 

To be scourg'd with th* ungodly*s rod^ 
Lest they should to iniquity 
Their own unguilty hands extend. 

4. Lord^ upon them thy blessing send^ 
That love truth in integrity 5 

But such as crooked by-paths treads 
Leaving the strait^ to go astray^ 
With wicked men shall go the way. 
Whose tract shall to destruction lead. 
But happy peace^ joy-bringing peace 
And plenty^ shall for ever dwell 
With God's own chosen Israel, 
Whose joys, I pray, may never cease. 



PSALM CXXX. 



^•^^^^^■^•^■^ 



BY FRANCIS DAVISON. 



.»^.*«^V^S».^-^ « •»>»^>».4 



Jb ROM deep gulphs of misfortune^ 
Overwhelmed with miseries. 
Lord, I thine aid importune 
With never-ceasing cries. 





-1 
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2. O hear my lamciitation» 




O view my restless tears. 




And to my supplication 




Bow down attentive ears. 




3. My manifold abuses 




If tliou behold in ire. 




Lord/ 1 have no excuses 




To *scape eternal fire. 




4. But since with true contrition 




My sins I wail and blame. 




Lord, save me from perdition. 




To fear and praise thy name. 




5. Lord, thou art all my comfort. 




My souVs sure prop and shield ; 




My hopes in my discomfort 




Still on thy word 1 build. 




6. My soul base earth despising. 




More longs with God to be, . 




Than rosy Morning's rising 




Tir'd watchmen watch to see. 




7. Lay thy hope's sure foundation 




On God, O Israel ; 




On God, in whom salvation 




And boundless mercy dwell. 






J 
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8. The leprous spots that stain thee 
He then will purify *, 
Sin*s fetters^ that enchain thee^ 
He gently will untie. 



■% n » n >«Hw» » #iKii»»iMBHi«»«»i»i»i»i»i » .|ii» |i 



PSALM CXXXI. 

BT FRANCIS DAVISON. 



1. O LoKD, my mind pu£f'd up with pride^ 
No vast designs hath ere affected ; 
Mine eyes have no great man envied^ 
Nor poor men scornfully neglected. 
My wary actions ne'er have stray'd 
Beyond the bounds of my condition -, 
I have no plots nor projects laid^ 
That tend t' aspiring or ambition. 



2. But as an in^Euit late divorc*d 
By wormwood from his milky diet« 
Looks on the teat^ but yet is fbrc'd 
By mother's awe to keep in quiet. 
Such power thine awe on me hath got. 
It hath my childish thoughts restrained ; 
I greatness view, but wish it not. 
And from ambition's breast am weaned. 
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3. O, Israel, tread thy humble path, 

God*8 pleasure meekly shall attend you } 
So shall you find (as me he hath) 
In innocence he'll still defend you. 



PSALM CXXXIU. 



^i»^«»»*«^^^^^>#^ 



►^i^'^^i^^^'^^^ 



BT FRANCIS DAVISON. 



1. tV HAT is so sweet, so amiable. 

As brother's love unfeign*d ? 
Whose hearts in bands inviolable 
Of concord are enchain'd ? 

2. It's like unto that precious ointment. 

Whose odour fiar did spread. 
Used to embalm, by Crod's appointment. 

The high priest Aaron's head. 
Whence, in a fragrant shower discending. 

It dew'd his beard and face. 
Then to his robes his sweetness lending. 

About his skirts did trace. 



3. Or to the dew wherewith grey Morning, 
Empearls Mount Hermon's head. 
His greens with peckled flowers adorning. 
Artlessly diap'red. 



* #P ^^^7HvHB^^% • • • • ^^' 



From Hennon tD Mmmt Smmi pouring 

Hisfertfle limlets. 
And an cngTecnin^ and eollowering 

Thoae pleasant nMuntainets. 

4. Wliere this love-knot remains unbrokoi^ 
God lieaps of bliss doth send 3 
Tea^ heavenly bliss it doth b^oken^ 
Exempt from change or end. 



PSALM cxxxvn. 



BT FBANCIS DATISON. 



1. J5t Eopbrates* flowery side 

We did bide. 
From dear Judah far absented. 
Tearing th* air with moomfiil cries. 

And our eyes 
With their streams the stream augmented 
When poor Sion's doleful state. 

Desolate, 
Sacked, burned, and enthralled. 
And thy temple spoiled (which we 

Ne'er should see) 
To our mirthless minds we called. 
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8. Our mute haqps^ untun*d^ unstruo^j 
Up we hung 
On green willows near beside us. 

3. When we sitting so forlorn^ 

Thus in scorn 
Our proud spoilers *gan deride us : 
Come^ sad Cloves, leave your groans. 

And your moans 
Under Sion's ruins bury; 
To your harps sing us some lays 

In the praise 
Of your God, and let*s be merry. 

4. Can, ah can we leave our groans. 

And our moans 
Under Sion's ruins bury? 
Can we in this land sing lays 

To the praise 
Of our God, and here be merry } 

5. No, dear Salem, if I fail 

To bewail 
Thine auction miserable. 
Let my nimble joints become 

Stiff and numb. 
To touch warbling harp unable. 



6. Let my tongue lose singing skill. 
Let it stai 
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To my parched roof be glued. 
If in either harp or voice 

I rejoice. 
Till thy joys shall be renewed. 

7. Lord, plague £dom*s traiterous kind 5 

Bear in mind. 
In our ruin how they revelled ; 
Kill, sack, burn, they cried out still. 

Sack, burn, kill, 
Down with all, let all be levelled. 

8. And thou. Babel, when the tide 

Of thy pride. 
Now a flowing, falls to turning, 
Victor now, shalt then be thrall. 

And shalt fall 
To as low an ebb of mourning. 

9. Happy man, Vho shall thee waste. 

As thou hast 
Us without all mercy wasted. 
And shall make thee taste and see. 

What by thee 
We, poor we, have seen and tasted. . 
Happy who thy tender barnes 

From the arms 
Of their wailing mothers tearing. 
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'Gainst the walls shall dash their bones^ 

Ruthless stones 
With their brains and blood besmearing. 

PSALM CXUI. 

BT FBANCIS DAVISON. 

1. tV iTH sobbing yoice> with drowned eyes^ 
With joined hands raised to the skies^ 
With humble soul^ and bended knec^ 

I cry^ O Lord^ I pray to thee. 

2. As my dim eyes a briny shower 
Of tears into my bosom pour« 
So I into thy sacred ears 

Pour out my heart, unload my fears. 

3. Though dangers, me besieging round. 
My mazed senses quite confound. 
Thou canst give roe a thread, whereby 
I from this labyrinth may fly. 

My harmless feet can walk no way. 
But privy snares my foes fore lay^ 

4. And looking round about for aid. 
My friends to know me are afraid. 
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No human succour now is left 
To me^ of help and hope bereft: 
My life is sought by many a one^ 
But> ah^ protected is by none. 

5. To thee^ O Lord^ my cries I send^ 
My certain hope^ my surest friend 3 

I have^ in this folse world's wide scope^ 
None other help, none other hope. 

6. O hear my cries, for &int I grow, 
Oppress'd with endless weight of woe 3 
Me horn my persecutors free. 

Too great, too strong, for poor weak me. 

7. firing me from out this heU black cave. 
My prison, nay, my living grave) 
Where rocks, and rocky-hearted foes. 
My flight on every side enclose. 

So shall my thankful mouth always 
Pour forth a fountain of thy praise 5 
And this, thine aid, shall teach the just. 
On thee, their rock, to build their trust. 



iEnH of ^e Vstalmft. 



f^ ^^^<^^'^^.»»»<#«»<»>r■#^<^» 



VARIATIONS AND COBRECTIONS 



THE TE3CT 



mnV1li<!iVfSt Uilg»P»®19¥, 



FROM THE FIRST EDITION 



,- 



vmaxEMfifSb vs9 e«iuiiEeciov5> 



OF 



THE TEXT 



FROM THE FIBST EDITION OP 1609. 



[Since the foregoing sheets were printed, we ha?e been enabled by the 
indolgence and friendly atristance of Mr. James Boswell, to collate the 
text with the only copy yet discovered of the first edition , which 
belonged to the late Mr. Malone. It appears to contain only 164 
pieces ont of the 944 contained in the present collection.] 



Page, Lmc For. 

[Dedicatory Sonnet.] 

1 Whose bnive heroic mind 

10. Ornephew 

11 Who hast deaerr'd 

IS Th> other 



1 . . 6 My dear ftiends Anony moi 

9 Rest 

3.. 7 Anonymous 

18 MisUkes 

18.. 8 Forwith 

18 Thy 

96.. 15 This with 

87.. 19 Assail 

90 My heart, my heart 

31.. 9 The usual heat then cause 

18 Portraiture which 

92.. 9 They say 

9 That 

11 dele(O) 

90 I you 

91 To the ling 

94 Shall you 



Whose high and noble mind. 
Thou nephew 
Thou desenr'st. 
T'other. 

[Sonnet Subscribed.] 

TV deeoled adMtrar qf ytmr Lord' 

«J^p*« noUe eirtMt, 

Fra: Davison 

Humbly dedicates, his owne, his 
brothers, and Anomos Poems, 
both in his own*, and their 
names. 

My fHend Anomos. 

Former. 

Anomos. 

MUlilces. 

Forthwith. 

The. 

This doth. 

Avail, q. mijpriiit. 

My heart, thy heart. 

Then usual heat the cause. 

Portray her. 

Some say. 

Which. 

You I. 

With the ring. 

You shall. 



36 . . . l^ariationK anD 0orteetioitit. 



41.. S 



for. 



J.D. 



Read. 
Melophilot. 

After 'Astre&i* add 'made by the 
excellent Lady the Lady Ifaiy 
Countess of Pembroke, at the 
Queen Miyesties being at her 
House at Anno 15.. .* 

4ft.. 17 There Three. MUpr. 

97 ttiine Thine. Mupr. 

43.. 3 Light in clouds Lighten clouds. 

90 Insert after tlie title Two pastorals made by Sir Philip 

Ssrdney, never yti publiAed. 

46.. 13 Transfonn'd of late Transformed late. 

90. Amongst Among. 

SO.. 3 [Instead of that title] Sonnet to two most honorable and 

virtuous ladies, sbters. 

18 One You. 

99. . 18 Lovc^ Embassy in an iambick An Elegy in Trimeter lambicks. 

Elegy 

92.. & do doth. 

94.. 14 Flock Flocks. 

97.. 9. Sydney Willy. 

99.. 8 Son bright Sun so bright. 

107.. 93 Weak to dazslt Weak eyes to dazzle. 

108.. 10 Her paleness His paleness. 

110.. 10 Fairest Fairer. 

17 Better ffeater. 

90 So As. 

111.. Subscribe Poem 'T. Sp.*i. e. 
Thomas Spilman» see p. 91. 

19&13.. lieie this couplet. 

112.. 17 You can Thou canst. 

1 IS. . 3 Add after this line the follow. 

ing stanzas. 

My senses want their outward motions. 

Which now within 

Reason doth win, 
Redoubled in her secret notions : 

Like rich men that take pleasure 
In hiding, more than handling treasure. 

By absence this good means I gain 

That I can catch her, 

Where none can watch her 
In some close comer of my brain. 

There I embrace and kiss her, 
And so I both enjoy and miss her. 



V 





— ' 
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«r©l. H. 






i%e. 


Lme. 


JV. Read. 






3.. 


88. 


me for. 






9.. 


81 


nehher eHher. 






17.. 


7 


<Me this line. 






18.. 


9 


. to such. 






90.. 


4 


To rest For rest. 






81.. 


9 


No so not so. 






SS.. 


8&3.. 

18 

87 


<M« these lines, not being any 

tiUe. 
1 To. 
Heated Hated. 


 




M.. 


3 k 4.. 


dOe these lines, no second title. 






S6.. 


90...... 


dde this line, m without tiUe. 






28.. 


5&6.. 
81 


Instead of these lines A paraphiasticall translation of Pe- 
trarch's Sonnet beginning. 
There Thee. Afiqir. 






fig- 
so.. 


18 

88. 


\ dele these lines, as titles added. 






38.. 


8. 


Show Hue. 






33.. 


14 

90 


Mars his frown Marre*s frown . 
This These. 






S6.. 


11 


With grief Which grief. 






37.. 


10. 


Not entitled < Ode IX.* though so 
considered in ' the numeration.' 






46.. 


9. 

86 


dde, no title. 

a the. 






48.. 


8 

9 


(Me, no title. 

so see. 






43.. 


8 


) 






44.. 


81 

10 


jdele these lines, as titles added. 






45.. 


18 


J 






47.. 


18 


Thy The. 






4«.. 


3 


dele second title. 






&8.. 




Insert at bottom of page <Anomos«' 






53.. 


17&18.. 


defe second title. 






M.. 


6 


Resist Resists. 






55.. 


18 


dele as tiUe added. 






9Vi • 


9 


Insert alter this line * Inccrto.** 






57.. 


7 


Freed Breeds. 






JO* • 


V« ^a • • • 


Gowns Downs. 






59.. 


7 


With Greece Which Greece. 






1594. ft di«tt«^iiM*« tAe poem « nollv ^. W- w»o on^y awioew (Ac Jint ita$UM bf tke 
lineg that foUow. 




•■ 


— 1 


=_ 



38 . . . VuxiMtim§ wi^ tfonectioiiK* 



liar. For. 

<I0.. 11 Forsbame 

01.. 90 Declinetsky 

64.. 10. Me what. 

06.. 4 Wag* 

tS.. 91 Yoor grief and mine 

80.. 10. Be ye 

W(e *■ unentitled poemi. 

»!.. «. J 

90.. 90 Heart 

97.. 4 Daphne** best 

Note • for 'Anomos* 



Rmd. 

For a *bame. 
Decline* from sky. 

Wrigs. 

Sly grief and your*. 

Be you. 



Heat. 

Di4>hne best. 
Ignoto. 



ij®i. m. 



Page. Lime. 

S.. 15 

4.. 11 

9ft 

8.. 6 



IS.. 
13.. 
90.. 



91. 



10.. 



4.. 

&.. 
10.. 
11.. 
14.. 
10.. 
17.. 
18.. 



19.. 



9S. 
94. 



for. 
Loter's 
Thonmghly 
Tboae cherry lip* 
And only live, and living mercy 

cry. 
Because her glory in my death 

will die 
At 

wat 

Whereof, I can thi* only rea*on 
give, 

That dead onto myself in yon 
I liTe. 

Slowly 

Soon murders 

Dove like kisses 

Blisses 

Will 

Since I your cherry lips did kiss 

Where nectar and ambrosia.is, 

My hungry maw no meat re- 
quires. 

My thirsty throat no drink 
desires. 

O grant me then 

And let 



Read, 
Loves. 
Throughly. 
The cherriest lips. 
Tell her I live, and living cry for 

grace. 
Because my death her glory would 

deface. 
In. 

Wouldst. 
Whereof this only is the reason 

true. 
That dead unto myself I live in 

you. 
Seldom. 
Hath murder'd. 
A sweet kiss. 
Bliss. 
Would. 

Since your sweet cherry lip I kist 
No want of food I once have mist. 
My stomach now no meat requires. 

My throat no drink at all desires. 

Then grant me, dear, 
Olet. 
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Page. 


lAne. 


Far. 


Read. 




97 


By cherries twain his ]ife he 


Here lieth he whom cherries two 




* 


cherishM ; 






98...... 


By cherries twain at length he 
perished. 


Made both to live and life forego. 


11.. 


3&4.. 


Vary to 


Upon her protesting that now hav- 
ing tried his sincere affection. 








she loved him. 




10 


Well form'd and 


So lovely. 




11 


Heart-ensnaring 


Long heart-binding. 




15 


Enchanting 


Most pleasing. ^ 


14.. 


99 


Cook 


Book. q. Aftspr. 


15.. 


99 


Torment me 


Torment my heart. 




23 


Hent me 


Rent my heart. 


16.. 


5 


You do make me bear 


For your love I bear. 




14 


Unkind when I consider 


When I do consider. 


17.. 


6 


Doth merit 


Hath merited. 




7 


To love that love» which once it 


Of your sweet love to be thus disin- 






kdid inherit 


herited. 




13 V 


Thus 


So. 




15 


Kindness, love 


Grace and love. 




99 


Sugar*d 


Sweetest. 


18.. 


8 


Do you 


You do. 


19.. 


9 


Ah, try it on, rebellious hearts 


Ah try it, try it on rebellious 






and eyes 


sprites. 




5 


Carelessly 


Curelessly. 




11&19 


Alter title thus 


Being deprived of her sweet looks, 
words, and gestures, by his ab- 






» 


sence in Italy, he desires her to 
write unto him. 


90.. 


14 


Blame 


Balm. 




19 


Make my poor heart 


Doth make my heart. 


SI.. 


3 


Presented 


Pretended* 




17 


Can else 


Else can. 


94.. 


7 


More 


Moe. 




8 


Dear 


Still. 




11 


I fyo^ delight 


Ifthat you love. 


95.. 


10 


Thereto 


Thereunto. 




91 


Works 


Words. 


27.. 


4 


Only you, and you want pity 


Only you in court and city. 




11 


With needle 


With a needle. 




93 


Intends 


Doth mean. 


98.. 


9 


And wounds that part which 


And wounds his foe whertos he 






least his foe mistrusts 


least mistrusts. 




15 


Muse (as you say) to sing 


Muse to sing (as you say). 




99 


dde line, My then, &c. 




99.. 


10. 


Hurt 


Burnt. 


33.. 


15 


Heart 


Heat. 









A,. 


U» 


Fsr. 








...... 


^^JZZr " "" 


(Hrf 


L«Dnetri*f)»n>.tu. 
U.n«j=ySl.«, 




•*■■■■ 




l«c 


ADdlflo^dalhlUU-. 


M.. 








Hu*. 


M.. 










It.. 


J..... 


BIM«>.,.I»1. 








«.,... 






SOOKUtpClDK. 




M..... 






Soon. 


M.. 


...... 


thq- 




Thy. 












M.. 


•fc.... 


ABd 




Th.. 


»».. 


%.... 


T«V 




Y.'«i». 


•l. 


1 


Hk 




TlK«. 




10..... 


flood. o(>ar> 










ABdlanntgfwaiTHKh. 




And wrwj ligtu maiT aliB!j6M 






cUnublow 














Bciran. 






-« l-OWf. 








1«,KI>T. WtaCBltsTDaiiraUiiy 




When 1 to jm compUSn 










Of.llth(w«u.di-i=, 






Whidi »«. nuke BH BkdoR 












outiTlcue; 






Witu •conriU •nilH yff> 




Y«..n...ermH«ht.g*lD. 






..^mcipin. 




Bui (Mr und hold your pact : 








■nrl 


Dar, 1 •ill bar, and hcM ny 






lHd<lll»irpsn: 




P««Lf,«. 






Dai, I 'iU bar. uid bold my 








ftmct.ily«i 




whu [ ilutl do. 
















-tatliluUda. 






B».. 


«. 


ThmtlupiUlltiaHifmu 


be 


Then the gaill thereof man lie 




" 






Upon thi.Uon( offeree 


70- 


•^ 


BOTRM 




Bebtoo. 


... 


;*::::: 


H.U. 
Life 




Light. 


79- 


'"■ 


UnnaTe 




Which. 






Om 




Om. 






Thu 




Ibm. 









ADDITION U. CORB£CnOH>. 



lnVol.I.DrtUiiEdiliaii, p. 13 aTthe A< 



" If jou rewd my lore with loie »g»in." 



'i- 



»!»■»■»»»»». 



fllpj^ainical 



INDEX 



OF 



FOIST LIN£S. 



■^■■i'Hi »» i| i0t»i»i|«ti.|i.». 



ALPHABE^nCAL INDEX OF FIRST LINES. 



^SHEPHERD poor, Eubulus call*d he was, 51 

Ah, Cupid, I mistook thee, 27 

Are loren full of fire ? 

As she is fair, so faithful I ; 68 

At her fair hands how have I grace entreated, 72 

Aulas gives naught, men say, though much he 

crave: so 
But if these reasons being vainly spent 80, 
But if my lines may not be held excused, 66 
But you are fair, so passing, passing fair, 78 
By want of shift since lice at first are bred, 50 
Codrus, although but of a mean estate, 45 
Dear, why hath my long love, and &ith unfeigned 

34 
Dust is lighter than a feather, 87 
E'en as my hand my pen and paper lays, 76 
Fail ye of wealth : of wealth ye still will fail} 46 
Fair is thy face, and great thy wit's perfection, 

66 
Fairest and kindest of all women kind: 31 
For when mine eyes impartially are fixed, 77 
Four teeth of late you had, both black and 

shaking, 43 
60, wailing accents, go, 33 
He that will thrive in court, must oft become, 48 
Her sons rich Aula terms her lechers all, 48 
How can my Love in equity be blamed, 82 
I bend my wit ; but wit cannot devise, 67 
I bend my wits, and beat my weary brain, 4 
I dare not in my master's bosom rest, 14 
I have entreated, and I have complained, 73 
I muse not that your dog turds oft doth eat, 44 
If I behold your eyes, 29 
If my harsh humble style and rhymes ill dressed, 

3 
If of mine eyes you also would bereave me, 78 
If this most wretched and infernal anguish, 31 
If love conjoin'd with worth and great desert, 23 
If thou be fair, thy beauties beautify, 4g 
If you reward my love with love again, 35 
If your fond love want wotth and great desert, 23 
In health and ease am I ; 9 
In heaven the blessed angels have their being; 29 
Lady of matchless beauty ; 25 
Lady, you are with beauties so enriched, 11 
Let Fate, my Fortune, and my stars conspire, 70 
Let not, sweet Saint, let not these lines offend 

you J 65 



Like a sea-tossed bark with tackling spent, 75 

Like to the silly fly, 28 

Looking upon your heart's entangling look, 78 

Love, if a God thou art, 9 

Lovely Boy ! thou art not dead, 41 

Milo lives long in France, and while he's there, 44 

Must my devoted heart desist to love her } 83 

My just demands soon grant or soon deny; 46 

My dearest Sweet, if these sad lines do hap, 12 

My only star, 19 

Naso let none drink in his glass but he; 44 

O hand, of all hands living, 27 

O most unhappy Dido, 42 

O whither shall I turn me, 84 

Oft do I plain, and she my plaints doth read, 75 

Olympia's matchless son, when-as he knew, 36 

Passion may my judgment blear, 8 

Philo swears he ne'er eats at home a nights : 47 

Praise you those barren rhymes long since 

composed? 28 
Quintus is burnt, and may thereof be glad; 50 
Reason and Love lately at strife contended, 69 
Rich Chremes while he lives will naught bestow, 

65 
Shut not, sweet Breast, to see me all on fire, 33 
Since I your cherry lips did kiss, 10 
Since, then, from Chastity and Beauty spring, 83 
Since true penance hath suspended, 40 
Sitting at board sometimes prepar'd to eat, 6 
So like the web Penelope did weave, 81 
Some there are as fair to see too ; 26 
Sorrow slowly killeth any ; 10 
Sweet, 1 do not pardon crave, 38 
Sweet, if you like and love me still, 23 
Sweet, to my cursed life some favour show ;'71 
The fairest eyes, (O eyes in blackness fair 1) 4 
The wretched life I live, 21 
Then strive not Against the stream to none efGect; 

79 
Think you, that Beauty's admirable worth, 80 
Thou evermore dost ancient poets blame, 49 
Thou still wert wont in earnest or in jest, 49 
Thou alive on earth, sweet boy, 42 
Thy lawful wife fair Lielia needs must be ; 45 
Wake, Pity, wake, for thou hast slept too long, 7 
What need I say, how it doth wound my breast,70 
Whosoever longs to try, 32 
Whatsoe'er you coggingly require, 46 



ailpj^abctical in^tx of im Hm^. 



When I to you of all my woes complain, 61 
Whether thy choice or chance thee hither brings* 

43 
Who in these lines may better claim a part, b 
Whosoever says thou sellest all, doth jest; 48 
Why do your wife and you so ill agree, 47 
Why will not Saba in a glass behold, 50 



Wit's perfection, Beauty's wonder, 41 
Worthily, famous Lord, whose virtues rare, 

35 
Wounded with grief, I weep, and sigh, and plain j 

74 
You promise mountains still to me, 47 
Your presence breeds my anguish } ll 



; 1^' 



-^ 



iiabit^on'ai ^laialmiai. 



But makes God's law his sweet delight, l 

By Euphrates* flowery side, 27 

Calm thy tempestuous thoughts, my mind ! 14 

Come* Urania, heavenly Muse, iii. 

From deep gulphs of misfortune, 33 

God, who the universe doth hold, 7 

Great Jehovah deigns, 8 

Lord, how long, how long wilt thou, 4 

Lord, in thy house who shall for ever bide i 6 

Lord, to thee while I am living, 18 



Lord, while thy just rage is biding, 2 
O God, into thine own dear heritage, I6 
O Lor4 my mind pulTd up with pride, 25 
The Lord my pastor is, he tends me heedfuUy, 

10 
These Faalms, so flill of holy meditation, ▼. 
They, that their faith's foundation lay, 82 
To mine humble supplication, ig 
What is so sweet, so amiable, 86 
With sobbing voice* with drowned eyes, 30 
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